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Chapter One 


Amber shook her head sharply. Less than a minute ago a 
seriously weird thought had popped into her head, almost 
like some sort of vision. She’d dismissed it as more of the 
same gobbledygook that had filled her mind over the past 
few weeks. 

At least she’d thought it was gobbledygook until a damn 
vortex exactly like the one from her “premonition” opened 
in front of the car. She’d slammed her brakes on and now 
currently sat staring through her front car window at the 
four men who’d stepped out of it. 

“Amber Williams?” one of the men asked. 

Okay, so now she knew for certain her brain was broken. 
Handsome, soldier types did not step through strange 
swirling tunnel thingies and ask for her by name. 

“Uh-huh,” she said with a nod. What could it hurt to 
confirm who she was? It was very obvious they were some 
sort of delusion. She smiled slightly. At least she had enough 
mental fortitude left to create good-looking men. Although, 
the one who looked like a motorcycle rider and was covered 
top to toe in black leather and a dark helmet seemed a little 
out of character even for her wild imagination. Her fantasies 
usually bent more toward the charming-smile, Armani- 
wearing guys than the rough-and-ready bad boys. 

Tall-dark-and-handsome and his motorcycle buddy 
stepped closer to the car. The other men went in opposite 
directions, seemingly alert for some sort of trouble. 

“Have | given you names, yet?” she asked in a pleasant 
voice. They looked confused by her attitude, so she 
shrugged. They may as well get to the good stuff before she 
woke up. Although considering she didn’t remember going 
to sleep, waking up might be a tough ask. Maybe she should 
have thought harder about her boss’s offer to get her a 
Shrink. It would appear that the relaxing road trip to clear 
her head and de-stress wasn’t working very well. 


“Amber,” helmet guy said in a surprisingly clear voice. 
Considering the design, the deep whiskey voice should have 
at least been muffled a bit. “We need to get you to a safe 
house. Assassins have been sent to kill you.” 

Whoa, way to go, imagination. She’d never added 
intrigue and danger to her fantasies before. This should be a 
lot of fun. “Seriously?” she asked, trying to play her part of 
damsel in distress. 


x OK OOK OK 


Wilson Jones didn’t like the way things were going. 
Amber was way too calm for someone who'd just been told 
that sort of news. In fact the woman even looked happy. 

“I had no idea my imagination was so good. If someone 
had told me how much fun a breakdown was going to be | 
would have had one way earlier.” 

Well, that explained the attitude, but it left him with 
another problem. Did they waste time trying to convince her 
She wasn’t delusional, or did they grab her, get her to 
safety, and then try to explain? Before he could really 
decide which way to jump, one of his mission partners, 
Darian Hawkes, made the decision for him. 

“That’s right, princess. We’re your knights in shining 
armor. Just grab my hand and we'll show you a life you've 
never even imagined.” 

“|I don’t know,” she said, frowning suspiciously. Of course 
the woman would choose now to start being distrustful. 

“Amber, sweetheart,” Wilson said as he moved toward 
her, “we need to get out of the open. We’ll protect you. | 
promise.” 

“How do | know you’re not the assassins?” 

Darian seemed out of patience. “Because, princess,” he 
said as he stepped closer, dropped his arm, and lifted 
Amber out of the car and over his shoulder, “you’re not 
dead yet.” 


Before Wilson could utter a protest, Darian opened a 
bounce tunnel and stepped through. Unwilling to leave the 
woman alone with a fellow teammate acting so out of 
character, Wilson followed. 


* OK OOK OK 


Even four hours later his ears still stung from Benjamin’s 
yelling. Darian had worked with the guy on and off for years 
through Deeks Security and couldn’t ever remember a time 
he’d heard the guy raise his voice—well, not for the type of 
reaming Darian had gotten. Ronan had called him with a few 
choice words as well. It didn’t help that Darian himself was 
pissed off at his own behavior. He wasn’t even certain he 
knew why he’d reacted the way he had. 

“Are you okay?” Amber asked quietly. It had taken less 
time to convince her that she wasn’t delusional than it had 
taken Benjamin and Ronan to blister his ears. 

“I’m fine,” he said in the same tone of voice he’d been 
using for months. Everyone else had backed away, but 
instead Amber took a step closer. She tilted her head, 
watching him closely for a moment. “What was her name?” 
she asked as if “I’m fine” translated to some sort of code for 
“I caught my girlfriend cheating.” 

Her name was on the tip of his tongue, but in the last 
moment he bit back his reply. “None of your business,” he 
forced out through tightly clenched teeth. Hell, if Ronan 
could see him now, he’d get that forced vacation time his 
boss had threatened. 

“Ouch, that bad, huh?” Amber said with a knowing smile. 
Fortunately, before he could come up with a reply that 
might get his nose broken—something he probably full well 
deserved—she changed the subject. “I’ve found a heap of 
staples in the cupboard. | should be able to whip up a 
decent meal. | just wanted to know if you have any 
preferences or...you know...allergies.” 

“Allergies?” 


“Well,” she said with a smile, “Wilson showed me his 
fangs, so | figure he won’t need me to cook him, ah, 
anything.” She shrugged happily, apparently not the least 
bit frightened that she was being protected by a supposedly 
fictional creature. “You don’t look like a vampire, but judging 
by that vortex thingy you seemed to control, I’m guessing 
you're not human either.” 

“No,” he said with a brief half laugh, “I’m not human, but 
| eat the same types of foods.” 

“So | don’t need to worry about two of you noshin’ on my 
neck while | sleep?” She said it with such a humorous glint 
in her eyes that he knew she wasn’t really serious. 

“This isn’t freaking you out at all, is it?” 

She laughed softly. “Oh, I’m freaked out all right.” She 
crossed her arms over her chest and tilted her head slightly 
as if assessing how much she should say out loud. “It’s 
just...something inside me knows that you guys are telling 
the truth. It’s almost like | knew you in another life.” She 
hesitated, then laughed again. “I still haven’t thrown out the 
whole breakdown idea, but I’ve never felt more certain of 
anything in my life.” 


* OK OOK OK 


Three days later boredom was testing all of their 
tempers, but Wilson was ready to crawl up the walls. He’d 
never missed technology more in his life, and that was 
saying something considering he’d been a vampire since 
before the Wright brothers flew. He, Darian, and Amber had 
just finished playing yet another game of cards where 
Amber wiped the floor with them both. He wasn’t positive 
how she was doing it, but he was beginning to suspect her 
Skill set included some sort of glamor, or magic, or maybe 
even card-counting ability because the woman almost never 
lost. 

“I'll just go put something on for dinner,” she said with a 
smug smile. Wilson couldn’t help but grin at the smart-ass 


way she pretended to cover her jugular vein. It seemed 
incredible to be joking with a human about his need for 
human blood, but that’s exactly what they’d been doing for 
the past three days. Fortunately, they had a fridge full of 
blood so he wouldn’t need to be asking any favors. 

Amber winked and turned to head into the kitchen, but 
stopped and glanced over her shoulder at him. She 
hesitated for so long that he moved toward her. “Are you 
okay?” 

She bit her lip, gave him a slightly confused look, and 
then asked, “Do the assassins after me look like seven-year- 
old girls?” 

He nodded. “Why?” 

“Because one is about to appear in the front yard.” 

Wilson moved quickly, his vampiric speed putting him 
next to Amber in an instant. “Time to go,” he said to Darian 
as he wrapped his arms around Amber. Darian had the 
protection wards switched off and the bounce tunnel open 
within moments. All three of them stepped through 
together. 

Darian used the speed dial on his phone to call back to 
the safe house. “Ronan, heads up. Pixie about to slip into 
the front yard.” 

“Thanks,” Ronan said a moment before hanging up. He’d 
always been a man of few words, but Wilson had no doubt 
that he was already reaching for his flamethrower and glue 
can. Paranormals had always considered pixies 
indestructible. At least they had until Ronan Deeks—a 
human soldier—had thought of a way to slow them down. 
Wilson still couldn’t quite believe that incinerating a pixie 
wasn’t enough to stop her, despite having seen it many 
times in his life. But Ronan’s idea to scatter the ashes and 
glue the pieces down had been truly inspired. What resulted 
was a miniature pixie. So far they’d been lucky enough to be 
able to capture each one they’d come against, but sooner or 
later the assassins would learn of their tactics and find a 
way to counter it. Darian hoped it was later, much later. 


Once pixies realized what could happen, they’d be much 
more vigilant about avoiding fire. He smiled to himself when 
it finally dawned on him that it was the pixies’ own 
arrogance that they could recover from any attack that 
made the entire thing possible. 

“Where are we?” Amber asked, sounding more shaken 
than she had the day they’d found her. 

“This is another one of our safe houses,” Wilson said 
through his helmet. He’d kept the black leather on inside 
the other house, but had taken the helmet off. Considering 
he was a vampire, it was second nature to grab it, and in 
this case fortuitous, because they were literally standing in 
full sun. It was unlikely to kill him, but the burns would be 
immediate, intense, and very painful. Of course the smell of 
burning flesh wasn’t exactly a turn-on either. 

And why the hell he was worried about turn-ons was 
completely beyond him. He shook his head sharply. Amber 
was an assignment. Not a date. 

“I was right?” Amber asked in such an incredulous voice 
that he couldn’t help but smile. “Il mean, | know what | saw 
in my head, but...” Her words trailed away as her gaze 
swung from one man to the other. “The assassins who are 
after me really look like seven-year-old girls?” They nodded. 
“And you believed me. Without any proof that I’m not crazy, 
you believed me anyway?” 

“Of course,” Darian said with a reassuring smile, “you’re 
one of the Oracle’s receptacles. Considering the skills some 
of the other women have, we’d be stupid to ignore your 
warning.” 

“Oh, okay,” she said, looking far from okay. 

“What is it?” Wilson asked, stepping closer. He’d seen 
Kali, Ava, and Hannah all wearing the same look right before 
they shared knowledge on something they should have 
known nothing about. 

Amber looked really worried for a moment, glancing 
between the two men, her confusion quite obvious. “Is 
Annie, no, is Hannah okay?” 


Wilson nodded. “She’s being protected just like you are.” 

“No, something’s wrong. Someth—” She cut off, shaking 
her head. “I don’t understand. Something’s wrong, but 
somehow it’s not.” She shook her head again, and gave 
them both a sad smile. “My life was far less complicated a 
few months ago.” 

Wilson had no idea how to respond to that. He 
remembered well the confusion he’d felt the night he’d 
woken as a vampire. There were still days when he longed 
for the simplicity of his human life. 

“Let’s get inside,” Darian said as he reached for Amber's 
hand. “You're far safer when we have the protection wards 
switched on.” 

Amber nodded, her friendly smile once again firmly in 
place. Since the moment they’d met her, Amber had 
seemed to take everything in stride—adapting very quickly 
to life under protective custody and seemingly happy about 
the restrictions they’d had to place on her. But it did leave 
Wilson wondering what was genuine and what was bravado. 
It had to be very unnerving for a woman who was actually 
human to suddenly be hunted by paranormal assassins. 

Just as they entered the house, Darian’s and Wilson’s 
phones rang simultaneously. It usually signaled an urgent 
conference call and quite often bad news. Wilson would 
have liked to protect Amber from whatever they were about 
to be told, but since leaving her alone was not an option, he 
just hoped she couldn’t overhear the conversation through 
Darian’s phone. At least with his vampire hearing his 
receiving speaker was set so low that she wouldn’t even be 
able to hear it if it were pressed to her ear. Warlock hearing, 
though, was about the same as a human ’s. 

“Wilson,” he said as he listened to all of the others check 
in. He counted seven Deeks Security employees, a guy 
named Jed Mathewson that Wilson assumed was the ex-PUP 
leader currently helping to protect Hannah, and all ten 
members of PUP Squad Alpha—including Jason who wasn’t 


even officially back from emergency family leave yet, so 
whatever was happening was seriously big. 

Wilson’s commanding officer, Benjamin, was succinct 
and to the point. “We have a security breach. Three hours 
ago Hannah Long was killed by a pixie assassin. I’ve had 
reports of two more pixie attacks on houses that were 
Supposedly safe. As of the end of this call, | want everyone 
off the grid. Dump the technology, assume the safe houses 
are all compromised, and protect your charge. Report in to 
me—only me—at headquarters every forty-eight hours. Do 
not—repeat—do not advise your location to anyone. Avoid 
all contact with other paranormals, PUP squad members, 
and Deeks Security personnel.” 

He hung up the phone before any of them could ask 
questions or even mutter “yes, sir.” 


Chapter Two 


Darian looked at Wilson and wished he could see the 
vampire’s face. Benjamin hadn’t said the words out loud, 
but it was very clear that he suspected a traitor within their 
ranks. PUP Squad Alpha had worked together for five 
decades. It must have been damn hard for Benjamin to even 
consider it was one of his men feeding information to the 
pixies. Hell, Darian had worked the past eleven years with 
Deeks Security, and he was having trouble even considering 
it could be one of his team. The only new addition to that list 
of names was Jed Mathewson, but from what Darian 
understood he’d been instrumental in saving Hannah’s life 
several times already. Although, it didn’t bode well that the 
woman had ended up dead anyway. 

Trying to set aside the speculation for another time, 
Darian stepped back into the yard, opened a bounce tunnel, 
and threw his phone and the rest of his communication gear 
into it. 

“Where’s it going?” Wilson asked from the doorway of 
the house. 

“Middle of the pacific ocean,” Darian said with a shrug. It 
was likely to cause a technogeek like Wilson a great deal of 
pain to have to part with what little technology they 
currently possessed, but it would definitely kill the traceable 
signal from the mobile phones. Wilson grimaced, but 
nodded. Careful to stay out of the sunshine, the vampire 
took off his helmet, tore out the electronics, and threw them 
and his mobile phone into the swirling tunnel. 

Darian closed the bounce tunnel and opened another. 

“Where are we going?” Amber asked as she stepped 
back into the yard. 

“This safe house has been compromised,” Wilson said as 
he moved back into the sunshine with her. It didn’t escape 
Darian’s notice that Wilson made certain to put himself 
between them. In some ways it was comforting that Wilson 
was willing to be suspicious of everyone, including Darian, 


but it was going to be very inconvenient if they couldn’t 
trust each other. 

“We're going to my fishing cabin,” Darian said for the 
benefit of the woman who seemed to trust him and the 
vampire who didn’t. “It’s well stocked, almost comfortable, 
and so far off the grid that even my family doesn’t know 
where it is.” He held his hand out for Amber, breathed a 
silent sigh of relief when she took it, and then moved into 
the tunnel. 

A moment later they stepped into the full dark of deep 
night. 


* OK OOK OK 


Amber could feel the tension coming off both men. She’d 
tried to listen in to the phone conversation, but hadn’t had 
any luck. Judging by their actions so far, it hadn’t been good 
news. The worst part was that they seemed to be distrustful 
of each other now, too. 

“What happened?” she asked as Darian led them 
through a thick jungle. Amber tripped over something she 
couldn’t see and was very grateful that they both still held 
her hands so she didn’t hit the ground. She tried to drag ina 
deep breath, but the humid air didn’t stop her getting 
annoyed at feeling so clumsy. It was kind of like a metaphor 
for how her life had gone the past couple months. Even 
before she’d met these men, her future had seemed 
somehow beyond her control. Considering how hard she’d 
worked to be independent and stand on her own two feet, it 
really pissed her off to be stumbling through life both 
figuratively and literally at this moment. “Why did we 
change locations again?” 

“Just a precaution,” Darian said, obviously hoping that 
Amber would drop the subject. 

“Bullshit,” she said impatiently. “What did your boss 
say?” Considering how amenable she’d been the past few 
days, her reaction seemed to take them both by surprise. 


She stopped walking, literally digging her heels into the soft 
soil and tangled foliage of the jungle floor. Wilson simply 
lifted her into his arms and they kept moving. 

“We'll explain once we get to Darian’s cabin.” 

“All right,” she said a little breathlessly. She was 
supposed to be protesting the runaway-freight-train feeling, 
so it seemed rather bizarre that she would choose now to 
notice Wilson’s rock-hard physique and way-too-sexy voice, 
but there it was. Maybe she had jungle fever already. 

Darian stopped to look back at them both. There wasn’t 
enough light to see his face, but she saw his nod of 
agreement. Hoping to rein in her rampaging emotions, 
Amber clung to Wilson and tried to ignore the thought that 
she was acting like a damsel in distress. 


x OK OOK OK 


Wilson knew Amber was sensing the tension both he and 
Darian were feeling, but until they could figure a few things 
out, it wasn’t something he could control. He’d never, ever, 
gone into a mission not knowing whom he could trust. He’d 
always relied on his teammates. To think he could no longer 
trust any of them was completely unpalatable, but to be left 
feeling like he couldn’t even trust the warlock he’d been 
working with for the past several days was seriously 
unnerving. 

They needed to get things straight. At least by explaining 
the situation to Amber so she’d understand why it was 
necessary to trust no one, including them. But it left the 
question, how the hell were they supposed to ask her to 
trust them to protect her, when they couldn’t even trust 
each other? 

The cabin finally came into view. Darian had once 
described it to him, but had claimed at the time he would 
never reveal its location to another living soul. It was 
Darian’s getaway, his own private oasis, and hopefully he 
hadn’t been kidding about the secrecy. He’d told Wilson he’d 


built it himself, carefully blending it into the surrounding 
forest. Looking at it now proved that he hadn’t been joking. 
It was so well hidden that a person could walk within several 
feet of the front door and not even realize. Although Wilson 
doubted there would be people anywhere near here. They 
seemed to be deep inside impenetrable jungle. 

Darian unlocked the door with what seemed to be some 
type of spell and then stepped inside. Wilson followed. 
Amber still had her arms wrapped around his neck and he 
was a little reluctant to admit that he didn’t want to put her 
down. Over the past few days he’d tried not to notice her 
beautiful features and lovely soft curves, but with her in his 
arms his body was reacting just a little too enthusiastically 
to the woman. 

He was careful to put her on her feet without dragging 
her down his body and pressing his cock against her, but he 
found himself pulling her back into his arms and holding her 
close as Darian checked the cabin over for any signs of 
intruders or damage. 

“All clear,” Darian said as he came back into the main 
area. The cabin was far bigger than Wilson had been 
expecting. It was pretty much an open floor plan with each 
corner designed for a specific function. He guessed that the 
only internal door led to a bathroom—at least he hoped it 
was a bathroom. Living rough wasn’t something he 
particularly enjoyed, and it wasn’t something he would want 
for the woman in his arms if he could avoid it. 

Darian obviously noticed the possessive hold Wilson had 
on Amber, but he didn’t comment. He tilted his head toward 
the oversized sofa in one corner of the room, and all three of 
them sat down. 

“Amber,” Darian said as he reached for her hand, “I’m 
really sorry, sweetheart, but Hannah was killed by a pixie 
assassin.” 

“No she wasn’t,” Amber said, shaking her head in denial. 
Wilson wanted to pull her close and let her grieve Hannah's 
loss, but it seemed strange to be mourning the death of a 


person none of them had actually known and Amber had 
never even met. Her strong denial was a little confusing, 
though. 

“It’s true,” Wilson said quietly. “It’s why we went off the 
grid. Benjamin—he’s the commanding officer of PUP Squad 
Alpha—didn’t say it in so many words, but he suspects we 
have a traitor in our midst. That’s why we dumped the 
phones and communication equipment. No one knows 
where we are, not even our boss, and the assassins 
shouldn’t be able to track us.” 

He glanced at Darian for confirmation on that. Wilson 
knew pixies could follow a slip path, but he was fairly certain 
they couldn’t trace a warlock’s bounce tunnel. Darian 
nodded. 

“But Hannah’s not dead,” Amber said, looking confused. 
“Į can still feel her.” 

“| don’t Know what to say,” Darian said, running his hand 
through his hair in a clear sign of his irritation. “Benjamin 
reported her death to us. We have no reason to think he 
would lie about something so important.” 

“Maybe,” Wilson said, still trying to make sense of the 
situation in his own head, “you can feel Hannah's spirit. The 
Oracle’s receptacles all have extraordinary skills. Maybe 
when the physical body dies, the spirit still lingers.” 

Amber gave him a wry smile. “So what you’re saying is 
that | can sense dead people now, too?” 

“| don’t know,” he said, giving her a lopsided half smile 
of his own. “I don’t know anything for certain anymore.” 

“Wilson is right,” Darian said, moving just a little closer 
to Amber. “We have no idea who to trust. We’re not even 
sure we can trust each other, so we need you to listen to 
your own instincts.” 

“But | know | can trust you both,” she said with a 
Shocked look on her face. When Darian shook his head, 
obviously about to disagree with her, Amber cut him off, 
raising her hand like a traffic cop. “I don’t know where my 
instincts come from, but | am one hundred percent certain 


that | can trust both of you with my life. | know it in here.” 
She tapped the side of her head. “And in here,” she said as 
she dropped her hand lower to hold it over her heart. 

Wilson looked at Darian. Darian stared back, and after a 
few moments they both nodded at the same time. It 
seemed that they were both willing to put faith in Amber’s 
reassurance. It still didn’t sit well that they couldn’t trust 
men they’d both known for years, but being able to trust 
each other took the stress out of a potentially deadly 
situation. 

“Do you know who the traitor is?” Darian asked in a 
rather hopeful tone. It would certainly simple things up if 
Amber could tell them who not to trust. 

She shook her head. “Sorry, no. The only thing | know for 
certain is that I’ve never met him.” 

“Him? You think the traitor is a male?” 

“Yes,” Amber said, looking surprised at her own 
response. 

It didn’t help much. There were only two women working 
with the PUP squad—Benjamin and Samuel’s mate, Skye, 
and Cassandra Lipton, the PUP Squad Alpha Administrative 
Supervisor. At least it was nice to know that their new boss 
wasn’t going to betray them like the old one had. 


* OK OOK OK 


Amber tried to make a mental list of everyone that she’d 
met so far but stopped short of pointing it out to the men 
protecting her. She was positive that she hadn’t met the 
traitor, but with her skills so new could she really be certain? 
At least sharing her belief that she could trust them both 
had taken the tension level in the room down a notch or 
two. 

“So what’s for lunch? Err, breakfast? Midnight snack? 
What time is it here, anyway?” 

“About three in the morning.” 


“Seriously? What did we do, travel to another 
dimension?” Somehow she knew those were real, too. She 
just wasn’t going to admit it out loud. 

“No, just the other side of the planet. It’s winter here, but 
with it being a tropical jungle there’s no real change in the 
seasons.” 

“Hot and humid all year-round?” she asked as she lifted 
her sweat-soaked shirt away from her skin. 

“Afraid so,” Darian said with a smile. “The good news is 
that the cabin is temperature controlled, so once you get 
cleaned up, you'll feel a lot better. There is an abundance of 
water, so you can shower as often as you like.” 

“Good to know,” she said with a grin, “but unless you 
want me walking around naked, I’d suggest you offer me a 
change of clothes.” The words were said in jest, and 
certainly not the come-on they sounded, but it suddenly felt 
like all the oxygen had been sucked from the air. 

All three of them seemed lost for words. 

Darian moved off the sofa but was the first to recover. 
His voice sounded strained when he said, “l'Il see what | can 
do.” 

Desperate for a change of topic, Amber glanced at 
Wilson, noticed he still wore his leather outfit sans helmet 
and asked the exact wrong thing. “Don’t you ever get hot?” 

Fortunately Wilson’s deep chuckle managed to break the 
tension. 

“Sorry,” she as she felt a blush creep over her cheeks. 
“It’s been a strange couple of days and spending the whole 
time close enough to touch you guys is so not helping my 
sanity.” As soon as the words came out of her mouth, she 
realized just what she’d admitted. Heaven help her, could 
things get any more embarrassing? 

She closed her eyes and wished for a hole to open up in 
the ground and swallow her. But she nearly shrieked, her 
eyes flying open of their own accord when she realized she 
could actually do that. 
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“What is it?” Darian said as he moved back onto the sofa 
and grabbed her hand. 

“I think | just learned the meaning of ‘be careful what 
you wish for.’” 

“How so?” Wilson asked, reaching for her other hand as if 
he somehow couldn’t not touch her. 

“Can any of the other women, the other—what did you 
call them?” 

“Oracle’s receptacles?” 

She nodded. “Can any of the other Oracle’s receptacles 
create a hole in the ground?” 

Both men looked at her, their surprise clearly written on 
their faces. “As far as we know Ava was able to use 
telekinetic skills to fight off the pixie that attacked her in her 
living room, and she can create some sort of fireproof shield. 
Hannah is...was telekinetic, too.” 

“Is,” Amber said grimly. “I’m almost certain that she’s 
still alive. | can sense the others—Kali, Ava, Kristen, and Lilly 
—the same way | can sense Hannah. | can’t sense the three 
who were murdered.” 

“You know about them?” Darian asked with a 
sympathetic look. When she nodded, he lifted his hand to 
her face and rubbed his thumb over her cheek. “We'd hoped 
to protect you from that knowledge. I’m sorry we couldn’t 
save them.” 

“I know,” she said quietly. It was positively weird the way 
her mind was working at the moment, but somehow she 
knew that everyone on the PUP squad felt the same way— 
except one. “He’s a soldier. He’s one of you guys. He’s a 
PUP.” 

“Are you sure?” Wilson asked, sounding defeated. He’d 
told her PUP Squad Alpha had been a team for five solid 
decades. It wouldn’t be easy to learn that one of them was 
colluding with the enemy. 

“No,” she admitted, perhaps untruthfully. She was 
certain the man was working as a PUP, but she wasn’t 
completely sure he was from PUP Squad Alpha. It was 


obvious by Wilson’s sad smile that he didn’t really believe 
her. 

“It’s okay, sweetheart,” he said as he pulled her into his 
embrace. AS much as she needed the cuddle at this 
moment, she suspected Wilson needed it more. He held her 
tight as the conversation between the men turned to 
practical matters. 


* OK OOK OK 


“How long will the supplies hold up?” Wilson asked as he 
tried to convince himself to unwind his arms from around 
Amber. It didn’t work. 

“We've got food for at least three weeks,” Darian said, 
glancing at Amber without actually saying out loud that he 
didn’t have any food suitable for a vampire. 

Wilson nodded. Vampires could go several days without 
feeding, but he wasn’t certain he could go a whole three 
weeks, especially with a human under the same roof. Darian 
gave him a look that suggested he knew exactly what 
Wilson was thinking. The fact that the man tapped the 
electronic gun on his hip confirmed it. It was good to know 
Darian would protect Amber, but Wilson silently vowed to do 
everything he could not to become yet another threat to the 
woman they were protecting. 

“Can’t you just use that tunnel thing to go to the 
Supermarket?” 

“Actually,” Darian said, looking uncomfortable again, 
“the tunnels can be traced by other warlocks if they’re in 
the same area. We have at least two warlocks working with 
PUP Squad Alpha and another three working for Deeks 
Security at the moment. The traitor may be none of them 
but | don’t want to risk revealing our location to anyone for 
as long as we can.” 

“Makes sense,” Amber said quietly, relaxing against 
Wilson’s chest. He was fairly certain she realized she was 
the only vampire food for miles, so either she didn’t mind 


the idea or she completely trusted him not to “nosh” on her 
neck like she’d joked only days earlier. Whatever it was, her 
faith in him helped clear the anxiety just a little. 

Darian’s stomach rumbled loudly, ironically breaking the 
tension and bringing a less serious note to the conversation. 

“Well, since my stomach considers it lunchtime, maybe | 
should go find us something to eat.” 

Amber nodded, but stayed where she was leaning 
against Wilson’s chest. Darian was busy clattering around in 
the kitchen when she lifted her head and gave Wilson a 
quizzical look. 

“I can hear your heartbeat.” He nodded. “But you're a 
vampire.” 

“That | am,” he said with a soft laugh. Some of the 
legends surrounding vampires were truly laughable. How 
was a reanimated corpse supposed to overcome rigor 
mortis, or digest blood, or get an erection? Of course that 
thought brought home the fact that Amber was practically 
sitting in his lap, which in turn reminded said erection of the 
nearness of his woman. 

His woman? 

Hell, it was quite common for a protectee to fall for her 
protector. The fear, the intensity of emotion, and the faith it 
took to trust a stranger to be willing to die to protect them 
was a potent, and often short-lived, combination. Most 
romances forged under a stressful situation fizzled once real 
life came crashing back down. It was even an 
understandable and somewhat expected reaction from a 
client when they were on a protection mission. 

It was a whole other matter, though, for the protector to 
fall for his charge. Wilson shook his head slightly, trying to 
set aside the thought and remember the conversation. Ah, 
yes, why did he have a heartbeat? 

“Vampires differ a lot from the legends humans have 
created over the centuries. We're more like a different 
species than the living-dead version Hollywood prefers.” 

“Oh, so you weren’t human once?” 


“I was,” he said, remembering his brief human life. “All 
vampires begin as humans. It’s the mixing of blood that 
changes our DNA and makes us a different species.” He 
closed his eyes and thought back to that fateful day. “My 
sire, the vampire who made me, found me bleeding to death 
in a back alley, victim of a vicious mugging.” He’d been in 
terrible pain and willing to agree to anything for another 
chance. He wasn’t even certain he’d known at the time what 
his sire had been offering. Fortunately, Elizabeth had 
changed him, healing his wounds in the process, and then 
taken the next few months to teach him how to be a good 
vampire. She’d been sweet and shy and easy to love, but 
when the initial, and apparently natural, attraction between 
a sire and a fledgling had worn off, they’d had very little in 
common. They’d parted ways amicably. On rare occasions 
like today he remembered her and smiled. 

But the lukewarm fuzzy feelings he’d had for Elizabeth 
were nothing compared to the fire of his need for the 
woman in his arms. He’d only known her three days, but 
somehow that just made him more excited to get to know 
her better. Considering she was human, and therefore short- 
lived by comparison, it wasn’t exactly an ideal match. 

“Okay, soup in a cup and ration pack number five is 
about the best | can do on short notice.” 

“Seriously?” Amber asked as she sat up straighter. “l 
thought you said we had food enough for three weeks.” 

“We do,” Darian said, looking annoyed at Amber’s 
teasing. “I didn’t claim it was gourmet.” 

Amber wriggled off the sofa and wrapped her arms 
around Darian’s waist. The poor guy didn’t seem to know 
what to do. It had become obvious over the past few days 
that Darian was as attracted to Amber as Wilson was, but it 
was also very clear that he didn’t want to be. 

“Thank you,” Amber said as Darian’s arms slid around 
her despite what seemed his best intentions not to. “I’m 
sure we'll be fine. | could stand to lose a few pounds 
anyway.” 


Darian slapped her ass, and looked even more surprised 
than Wilson felt. 

“Ugh, um,” Darian mumbled, his embarrassment almost 
palpable. “I...um.” He stopped short of actually apologizing. 
“It’s just that you’re the perfect shape, and shouldn’t put 
yourself down like that.” 

Amber seemed confused at first, but then she did that 
head-tilt thing that she did whenever she knew something 
they hadn’t told her. She grinned like a cat that had gotten 
the cream. 

“Careful, big guy,” she said with a sassy wink. “You don’t 
want to start something you don’t plan to finish.” 

It would have been almost funny if Amber hadn’t just 
deliberately baited a Dom with sexual innuendo. The 
scariest part was that Amber obviously knew Darian was 
into BDSM, proving it a moment later when she glanced at 
the leather bag under the bed. 

Wilson cleared his throat, trying to break the unexpected 
tension. Until this moment it hadn’t even occurred to him 
that there was only one bed. “I thought you said you’ve 
never brought anyone here before.” So much for breaking 
the tension. 

“| haven’t,” Darian answered defensively, following the 
direction of Amber’s and Wilson’s gazes. “That is just...” He 
trailed off, perhaps realizing that lying about the contents of 
the bag wasn’t going to convince either of them. “I got sick 
of looking at it at home.” He shrugged, the movement one 
of disinterest rather than defeat. “Here seemed as good a 
place as any to store it.” 

“If | ever meet her face-to-face, | just might scratch her 
eyes out.” 

Darian seemed shocked by Amber’s vehement threat, 
but then smiled and pulled her into his embrace once more. 
“Thank you, princess,” he said with a smile, “but 
considering the lifestyle we led, she probably didn’t really 
do anything wrong.” 


“She hurt you. She knew you wanted an exclusive 
relationship, but she deliberately ignored your wishes in 
favor of what she wanted.” 

Wilson raised an eyebrow, silently questioning Amber’s 
accuracy. Darian nodded just once. In the past six months 
none of the PUP squad or the friends Darian had at Deeks 
Security had been able to get the story from him. It was a 
little spooky that Amber “knew” it without being told. 


* OK OOK OK 


Darian pulled Amber closer. “Ancient history,” he said, 
feeling for the first time in six months that perhaps it was. 

“So you're over the need to tie the woman down and 
spank her ass?” 

“Yes,” he said with a soft laugh. 

“Pity.” 

“What?” Darian and Wilson asked in unison. 

She laughed softly. “I’ve always wondered what it would 
be like to be spanked like that. | could have filled in for her.” 

Darian growled, the sound almost as low as the 
werewolves they worked with. “Trust me, princess, if | feel 
the need to spank anyone's ass, it’s going to be yours, and 
it's going to be because you deserve it. Not someone else. 
Got that?” 

“Yes, Sir,” she said with a mock salute. 

Darian swatted her ass again, laughing with her when 
She winked at Wilson. Whatever else the future held, 
meeting this woman was good for his soul, and for the first 
time in many months Darian found himself looking forward 
to the days ahead. 


* OK OOK OK 


Ten days went by so slowly that Amber felt like she’d 
been here a month, but it was good to see the strain lift 
from Darian’s eyes. He laughed more freely now and no 


longer held his jaw quite so tightly closed. It was obvious he 
was still alert for trouble, but in a more natural kind of way. 
Protecting people was what he did for a living, and judging 
by the way he protected her, he did it very well. 

“Good morning, Amber,” Wilson said as she walked past 
the sofa. Both men had insisted that she take the bed, but it 
felt kind of selfish to take a space that was literally big 
enough for the three of them and leave them taking turns 
on an uncomfortable sofa. 

“Why don’t you climb into the bed for a few hours? | 
can’t imagine either of you are getting much rest.” 

“I’m fine,” Wilson said with a wink. “I sleep like the dead 
anyway.” 

“| already know that’s not true. | can hear your heart 
beating from here.” She stopped in front of him and tried a 
little harder to convince him. “Just a couple of hours and 
then Darian can wake you up to take over.” 

“Not without you, beautiful,” Wilson said with a 
humorous wink. He and Darian had both been flirting 
outrageously since her crack about being spanked, but she 
also sensed that it was just a bit of fun, nothing really 
serious. Of course, that didn’t stop her from wanting it to be 
real. 

She decided to test his resistance to what was 
essentially his idea. “Okay, do you want the left side or the 
right?” He looked stunned, opened his mouth a time or two, 
but no words came out. She took that as an opportunity. 
“Come on, Wilson, bedtime.” 

He smiled and let her drag him off the sofa and lead him 
to the bed. It was a little awkward at first, but eventually 
Wilson huffed out a sound of annoyance, wrapped his arms 
around her, and cradled her back against his front. 

A few moments later Darian came in the front door. He’d 
set a magical field over the entrance so that it would only 
open for him, Wilson, and Amber. Amber of course had been 
cautioned not to open the door unless it was an absolute 
emergency. Despite being deep inside a tropical jungle, 


inside a house protected by wards and spells, and 
camouflaged to be nearly invisible, Amber still wasn’t 
allowed outside. Even though she understood their caution, 
it felt rather stifling at times. 

Darian stopped in his tracks, stared at the bed for a 
moment before smiling at her and continuing on as if 
nothing were amiss. Wilson relaxed and pulled her closer, 
jolting away quickly when she felt his hard erection brush 
against her bottom. Very casually he moved out of reach. 
She considered wriggling backward until she felt his hard 
cock once more, but eventually decided to let the man 
sleep. Despite their reassurances to the contrary, she was 
certain that proper rest had not been high priority for either 
man. 

As Wilson relaxed and his breathing evened out, she 
closed her eyes and tried not to wonder what it would be 
like to make love to both of the men protecting her. 


* OK OOK OK 


Wilson woke with a start. He pulled Amber closer before 
he realized it was the woman’s moan that had woken him in 
the first place. She writhed slightly, her eyes still closed, a 
soft smile on her face, as she dreamed. Judging by her quiet 
moans, she had quite an imagination, but it was when she 
whispered his name on one of those deliciously breathless 
pleas that he realized he was in real trouble. 

He ran a hand down her arm, trying to soothe her back 
to sleep without waking her. If she was like any of the other 
women he’d known over the past couple centuries, she’d be 
completely mortified if she woke in the middle of this 
fantasy. 

Unfortunately, his soft touch seemed to inflame her 
arousal. “Please,” she whispered in an almost silent voice. 
When she rolled in his arms, pressed a kiss to his chest, and 
breathed the word “Darian,” Wilson realized that he couldn’t 
stay there any longer. He tried to extricate himself from her 


grip, but she held on tighter, one of her legs lifting over his 
hip, opening her panty-covered pussy over his rock-hard 
cock. Thank god for leather pants or he probably would have 
buried his erection in her body before he could call back the 
instinct. 

She pressed her head against his shoulder, the warm 
flow of blood through her jugular vein tempting him like 
nothing had ever tempted him before. He felt his fangs drop 
and realized one more second pressed against her was 
going to cause all sorts of problems for them both. 

He used his vampiric speed to get as far across the room 
as the little cabin would allow. She woke, of course, 
disorientated and confused, but at least Darian was there to 
comfort her. 

“It’s okay, princess,” he said in a kind voice. “You’re safe 
here. Go back to sleep.” 


Chapter Three 


Go back to sleep? 

As if that were possible. 

The specifics of her dream might have been fading in her 
mind, but she knew exactly what topic she’d been dreaming 
about. Her clit still throbbed, her breasts still ached, and 
every inch of her was hypersensitive. She shook all over 
with arousal. It had been a long time since she’d had sex 
but, wow, even she didn’t think she’d been that hard up. 

She lifted her hand and pushed the hair out of her face 
with shaking fingers. Shit. 

Darian sat on the edge of the bed, not touching her, but 
close, his voice soothing, his presence comforting. 

“Is there anything | can do for you?” he asked sincerely. 

The sarcastic laugh wasn’t really intentional, but she 
couldn’t seem to hold it in. 

“Maybe,” he said, leaning over to push the hair from her 
eyes, “now would be a good time for that spanking.” 

She heard Wilson’s sharp intake of breath even over the 
loud moan that escaped her. Hell, was she really considering 
this? 

“I can help you,” Darian said quietly. “The past few 
weeks have been full of stress. Orgasm is a good way to 
relieve it.” 

“You're going to spank me to orgasm?” she asked 
incredulously. She’d read about that kind of thing, sure, but 
it wasn’t something she’d taken seriously. How could anyone 
climax from pain? 

“If that’s what you want,” Darian said seriously. She’d 
never seen him like this. He’d held so much of himself away 
from her, but she had no doubt she was seeing the real man 
now. 

“I...Can you maybe just hold me for a while?” She 
glanced over her shoulder at Wilson. He seemed as freaked 
out as she felt. “Is Wilson okay?” she whispered. 


“He can hear you,” Darian said in a normal voice. “And 
no, | don’t think he’s okay.” 

Wilson was quick to deny Darian’s assessment, but he 
didn’t move closer to the bed. “I’m fine,” he growled in a 
voice that showed very clearly that he was not. 

“He’s hungry,” Darian said, touching her face with a 
callused finger. “Considering that you’re the only vampire 
food for hundreds of jungle-filled miles, he’s showing 
incredible restraint.” He glanced over at Wilson and then 
turned his attention back to her. “When | came in earlier, | 
thought he’d finally asked you to help him. Judging by his 
reaction now, | can see that wasn’t the case.” 

“Will it hurt me?” 

Darian smiled. “No, princess, from what | understand it’s 
quite a pleasurable experience.” 

“So why haven’t you asked?” She ignored her own 
throbbing arousal and rolled off the bed to move toward 
Wilson. He seemed determined to back away, but with the 
kitchen cupboards behind him, he really had no place to go. 
She supposed he could have used his vampiric speed to get 
past her, but he took a deep breath and made an effort to 
look relaxed. 

“It’s not exactly something | usually ask of my clients.” 

“Is that all | am to you?” she asked, feeling an ache 
bloom inside her chest. She’d spent two full weeks, twenty- 
four hours a day with these two men. It seemed like she 
knew them better than anyone else in her life, yet maybe it 
wasn’t the same for them. They did this kind of protection 
work all the time. She could feel the heat of embarrassment 
climb up her neck as Wilson hesitated before answering. 

“No,” Wilson said, stealing what little air was left in her 
lungs. “You’re not just an assignment to me. There’s a 
connection between us.” 

“Oh, thank god,” she whispered as she moved into his 
arms. He held her tight, crushing her to him as his arms 
shook slightly. “Please let me help you.” 


* OOK OOK OK 


Wilson wanted to say yes. He’d thought his hunger was 
under control until she’d accidentally offered him her throat 
earlier. He’d planned to hold out as long as possible and 
then have Darian open a bounce tunnel to go get supplies. 
But it was true that every time Darian used his magic to 
travel he risked leading someone back to their hideout, so it 
would be far better if Wilson could wait until Darian and 
Amber were also out of food. One trip was less risky than 
two. 

Of course none of that addressed the fact that he wanted 
to be buried balls deep in her pussy when he fed from her 
throat. 

“Okay, looks like that’s settled. lIl just give you two 
some privacy.” Darian headed for the door, but Wilson’s 
next words stopped him in his tracks. 

“Except that it was your name she whispered when she 
was kissing my chest.” 

A look of intense longing flitted across Darian’s face 
before he managed to find his voice. “I’m pretty sure | heard 
your name, too.” He seemed to be trying to rein in his 
thoughts the same way Wilson was, but just like Wilson he 
seemed to be failing. Darian turned his gaze to Amber. 
“Were you dreaming about both of us, princess?” 

Amber colored prettily with embarrassment but nodded 
shyly. 

“Would you like both of us in your bed, Amber?” Wilson 
asked. It was probably a little too early to be thinking about 
the future, but he couldn’t shake the knowledge of how 
happy his teammates were with the women they shared. His 
and Darian’s type of work was hell on relationships. Maybe 
the two of them sharing Amber was the perfect solution all 
around. 

“Would it sound awful if | said yes?” 

“Not at all,” Darian said as he stepped closer and 
pressed a kiss to the back of Amber’s neck. “It’s okay to be 


attracted to both of us.” 

“But what about your ex? Doesn’t that make me just like 
her?” 

“Hell, no,” Darian said with great feeling. “Being honest 
about what you want makes you the exact opposite of my 
ex.” 

“So you wouldn’t feel like | was cheating if | had sex with 
Wilson?” 

Darian smiled. It was the first truly relaxed smile Wilson 
had seen from the guy in over a year. “Actually, | might even 
be inclined to watch.” 

Judging by the shiver that shook her whole body and the 
smell of her arousal that suddenly filled the air, Wilson 
figured she really liked that idea. “If we have sex, | will bite 
you, Amber. The instinct is too strong when I’m this hungry.” 

“Will you be able to stop?” she asked with a soft smile 
that spoke volumes about her trust in him. 

“Yes.” 
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“Well in that case,” Amber said as she stepped out of his 
arms and lifted the shirt over her head. “Race you to the 
bed.” 

He was there first, of course, his vampiric speed making 
it possible for him to not only beat her to the mattress but to 
also strip off his clothes on his way there. He lay on his 
back, naked, his hard cock rising from the springy curls on 
his groin. He had his hands tucked behind his head, a 
portrait of nonchalance, but it was the heat in his eyes that 
gave him away. 

“Maybe now would be a good time for that spanking,” 
Wilson said, glancing over at Darian before searching 
Amber's face. She couldn’t help the clenching of her pussy 
that had more of her juices wetting her panties, but she 
managed to stifle the moan. Darian stepped up behind her, 


wrapping his arms around her waist as he pulled her back 
against his hard cock. 

“I think that is probably a very good idea. What do you 
say, princess? Ready to come walk on the wild side?” She 
nodded her head, moaning as liquid heat seemed to melt 
over her from top to toe. “Good girl,” he said, leaning in to 
press a soft kiss to her lips. “Straddle Wilson’s hips, then 
lean forward so that you have your hands and knees on the 
bed.” 

She nodded, and quickly moved to do as he said. The 
position left her feeling vulnerable. Staring into Wilson’s 
eyes, her ass in the air, her breasts swinging, two men she’d 
grown to care for about to smack her bottom and fuck her 
silly. A hysterical giggle escaped her as Wilson reached up to 
pinch her stiff nipples and Darian smoothed a hand over her 
ass. 

“Such pretty panties,” he said a moment before he tore 
them from her body. 

“Hey,” she said on a sigh as the material fell away. “They 
were my only pair.” Considering that she’d been carefully 
washing them and only actually wearing them every second 
day for the past ten days, it was probably a fitting end for 
them. 

“Don’t worry, princess. Wilson and | have decided we 
prefer to have you naked anyway.” 

“Oh,” she said as that delicious liquid heat rolled over 
her body once more. 

“Ready for your spanking, Amber?” 

“As ready as l'Il ever be,” she went to say. But the 
sentence was cut off midway by a hard slap. She gasped at 
the pain, too shocked by the sharp sting to react in any way. 
The second was worse, and she would have moved away if 
Wilson hadn’t chosen that moment to pull her shoulders 
down and fuse his lips to hers. She could feel his fangs 
scraping over her lips as he thrust his tongue deep into her 
mouth. 


The third and fourth smacks were just as painful, but it 
was the fifth that had her gasping for a whole different 
reason. Amber’s pussy started to clench rhythmically, her 
juices spilling onto her thighs as the blows continued. She 
could feel her clit swelling, throbbing in time with her 
heartbeat as the spanking went on and on. 

She started moving into the blows, her motion controlled 
by instinct, by need. She arched her back, moaning into 
Wilson’s mouth as Darian’s hand landed against her swollen 
pussy lips, the sting incredible, the arousal almost shocking. 
“Good girl,” he said as he slid his hand through her folds, 
caressing the slippery flesh a moment before he slapped her 
even harder. His fingers found her clit, and she broke the 
kiss with Wilson, screaming as her orgasm took hold, 
rampaging through her body, shaking her to her core. The 
sensation went on and on, rocketing through her as Wilson 
pushed her down, his cock thrusting hard into her as her 
orgasm spun out of control. 

He groaned, gripping her hips tight as he lifted his cock 
up into her pussy over and over. Darian continued to caress 
her ass and thighs, the soft touch over supersensitive skin 
doing nothing to cool her arousal. 

And then Wilson rolled, and she was suddenly 
underneath him, his cock pounding into her, his actions 
frantic as his mouth opened over her throat. She wrapped 
her hands around him, holding him close, caressing him 
gently as she urged him to take her blood, to feed from her 
throat. 

He groaned, his teeth scraping over her skin as climax 
spun closer once more. 

“Please,” she whispered. He made a strangled sort of 
noise, but then his teeth closed, his fangs puncturing the 
side of her throat, her orgasm slamming through her as he 
began to suck. Bright lights swirled through her mind, 
aching completion swelling through every inch of her, 
pounding, streaming, flooding her senses. She could feel his 
cock pulsing, his cum filling her, his frantic need finally 


lessening as he licked lazily at her neck, both hungers 
sated, at least for the moment. 

Wilson rolled again, arranging her exhausted body over 
the top of him once more. She lay there gasping for air, 
waiting for her world to stop spinning, basking in the 
afterglow of amazing, earth-shattering, life-altering sex. 

She’d almost forgotten about Darian until she felt a soft 
kiss to her brow. 

“That was beautiful, princess. Get some sleep. l'Il stay on 
watch for a couple more hours.” 

She nodded, somehow knowing that he wouldn’t make 
love to her until Wilson was more alert. Even in the midst of 
incredible sex and emotion, her men were keeping her safe. 
She went to sleep with a smile on her face and Wilson’s 
heart beating in her ear. 


Chapter Four 


Darian moved about the cabin trying to make dried soup 
and ration packs a little more palatable. He’d collected 
some of the edible plants and fruits from the jungle earlier 
in the day, but he wasn’t really sure how adventurous 
Amber was with her eating. Grubs and insects might be a 
good source of nutrition, but they certainly weren’t for 
everyone. 

He heard her slip out of bed, but it put a smile on his 
face that she immediately came to him and wrapped her 
arms around his middle. She rested her head against his 
back. 

“Good morning,” she mumbled sleepily. 

He laughed quietly. “Good morning. It’s about four in the 
afternoon, but since you and Sir Snores-a-Lot slept most of 
the day, | Suppose you can classify it as morning.” 

“Oh, sorry,” she said quietly. “I didn’t mean to mess up 
your schedule.” 

“It’s okay.” He turned in her arms, gathering her against 
his chest. “Six-hour shifts are hard to sustain for two weeks 
Straight. | was going to suggest to Wilson that he sleep days 
and I'll sleep nights for a few shifts, just to recharge, but you 
kind of beat me to it.” 

“I suppose | did,” she said with a soft giggle, but then 
turned serious. “I’m glad he fed.” 

Darian pushed the hair away from her neck, checking 
that Wilson hadn’t left any damage. The small, mostly 
healed wounds looked pretty good considering how hungry 
Wilson must have been. 

“Did you enjoy it?” Darian asked curiously. 

She tucked her face into his chest and nodded. It was 
quite a contrast to the woman they’d met two weeks ago. 
Amber was still bright and curious and obviously used to 
relying on herself, but she’d also quickly accepted that she 
needed their help. It had been a relief to be able to do his 
job without the massive, time-wasting fight that he’d gotten 


from some other clients. Considering that he hadn’t really 
been very nice the day they’d met, he was grateful for her 
unwavering trust in his ability to protect her. 

“Why can’t vampires feed on warlocks? | mean,” she 
said, lifting her head away from him to look into his eyes, “l 
got the impression that humans and warlocks are very 
similar in a genetic sense.” 

“We are for the most part, except that there is something 
in our blood that is toxic to vampires. It won’t kill them, but 
its a very uncomfortable experience from what I’ve been 
told—kind of like swallowing a bottle of drain cleaner.” 

“Ouch,” she said with a shudder. “So vampires can only 
drink human blood?” 

“As far as | know,” Darian said with a shrug. He’d worked 
beside vampires for years, but their dietary habits weren’t 
something they’d discussed in intricate detail. He sensed 
Wilson’s movement rather than saw it, but a moment later 
the vampire was pressed up against Amber’s naked back. 
She seemed quite comfortable with her nudity. Not that he’d 
given her a choice. Her underwear was destroyed, and he’d 
managed to hide the rest of her clothes. In his mind he’d 
made the excuse that it was too damn humid for clothing in 
the jungle, but the Dom in him knew that keeping her naked 
was for his own enjoyment. And of course he’d used his 
warlock skills to create an environmentally controlled field 
around the cabin so he couldn’t really use the heat as an 
excuse either. It was a pleasant temperature inside no 
matter how humid it was on the other side of the walls. 

Wilson nuzzled her neck, breathing deeply before 
confirming what Darian had said. “Yes, sweetheart,” he said, 
“humans are a vampire’s only source of food. We can share 
vampire blood, but ultimately it’s human blood that gives us 
nutrition.” He swept the hair away from where he’d bitten 
her earlier and pressed a kiss to the pale flesh. “It’s been a 
long time since | fed from the source. I’d forgotten how 
pleasurable an experience it was.” 


“Settle down, Romeo,” Darian said in a tone of voice he 
hoped both of his companions realized was friendly. “Let me 
feed the lady first. She slept through lunch.” He pressed a 
kiss to the top of Amber’s head and turned back to the meal 
he’d been preparing. Considering that he hadn’t even had 
sex with the woman, the feeling of somehow finally being 
complete was a little surprising. 


* OK OOK OK 


“Its okay to bite me again if you're hungry,” Amber 
whispered to Wilson. Her offer wasn’t entirely selfless. She’d 
never experienced a climax quite like the one she’d had 
when Wilson had bitten her. Already her pussy was 
clenching with need. 

“| should be all right for several days,” he said as he led 
her to the small dining table in the middle of the room. 

“Oh,” she said, feeling ridiculously disappointed. She 
took a seat, only then realizing that she was actually naked. 
Strange how easy it felt to be sans clothing around these 
two men. But then a thought popped into her mind. She 
dismissed it aS nonsense, but the “knowledge” simply 
wouldn’t go away. In the end she ground her teeth together 
and asked the question anyway. “Can vampires have 
children?” 

“No,” Wilson said, sounding surprised by her train of 
thought. “New vampires are made, and since the change 
freezes a person’s physical, mental, and emotional 
development we have laws against turning children.” 

“So you're sure you can’t father children.” 

“Positive,” he said immediately, but then a frown crossed 
his features, and he glanced at Darian, who had stopped 
what he was doing. He shook his head as if he couldn’t 
really believe his own train of thought. 

“Dragon-shifters are different. They can father children 
with other dragon-shifters. Vampires cannot impregnate 
vampires.” 


“What the hell does that mean?” It probably wasn’t nice 
to be so annoyed, but it felt like they were talking in code. 
“What’s a dragon-shifter?” 

“Sorry, princess,” Darian said as he brought the food to 
the table. “Brody is a dragon-shifter. Basically it means he 
can morph into a huge, dinosaur-like, fire-breathing creature 
with wings.” 

Wilson grimaced but added, “His wife, Ava—she’s also an 
Oracle’s receptacle—is pregnant with his child, a dragon- 
human hybrid. It’s not supposed to be possible, but well, 
Ava obviously didn’t get the memo.” 

“But vampires can’t have offspring at all?” 

“No, to create a fledgling a vampire must first ingest the 
human’s blood and then feed them their own. It’s the mixing 
of the blood that begins the genetic changes. But a vampire 
is never actually a parent. There’s no familial or DNA 
connection.” 

Amber nodded. Inside her head she knew the information 
they were giving her was true, but she couldn’t quite shake 
the feeling that it didn’t pertain to her. Somehow she was 
different. 

“What is it, Amber?” Darian asked. “I’ve seen that look 
on Ava’s and Kali’s faces. Chances are that whatever 
thought is popping into your head it’s correct.” 

Amber smiled, grateful for his confidence, but not 
convinced that the stuff she “knew” wasn’t a load of 
gibberish. It was very strange to somehow know things 
without knowing how she knew them. 

“Okay, bearing in mind that I’m quite possibly insane, | 
think that | can actually fall pregnant to Wilson. | don’t know 
what that means, since there is no precedent for a baby 
vampire, but | think maybe we should start using condoms.” 
She smiled at Darian, trying to cut the tension a little. “I’m 
hoping you have some in that magic bag of yours that’s still 
under the bed.” 

“| do,” Darian said with a nod. “I also have a whole lot 
more things in there that you might find interesting.” 


“Oh, like what?” she asked, grabbing at the chance to 
change the subject. The possibility of becoming pregnant to 
a vampire was one discussion she would never have 
thought necessary and was quite happy to have it over and 
done with. They’d use condoms. Discussion closed. 

“Eat, princess,” Darian said with a grin, “and then I'll 
show you.” 

She nodded, lifted the warm cup of instant soup to her 
lips, and managed to swallow without gagging. She was 
quite certain that once this protection stuff was over she’d 
never drink soup again, hot, cold, instant, or otherwise. 

The “salad” was tastier, but Amber refused to think too 
hard on what was actually in it. She was just grateful that it 
didn’t seem to contain any of the bugs she’d been half 
expecting. It was strange how the protein bars she’d once 
described as tasting like pulped cardboard could seem like a 
treat now. 

She managed to finish everything Darian had given her, 
surprisingly hungry considering how little blood Wilson had 
actually taken. She’d felt no ill effects at all. 

“Finished?” Darian asked with a smile. She nodded and 
went to say thank you, but he cut off her words with one 
stern look. His demeanor suddenly seemed different, the 
change a little confusing until that pesky skill of “knowing” 
stuff reared again and she realized that he’d gone into “Dom 
mode.” Nervous about what it meant, but more than willing 
to explore the attraction between them, Amber waited 
quietly for his instructions. “Good girl,” he said, touching her 
face gently. “I want you to straddle Wilson’s lap and offer 
him your throat.” 

“It’s not—” Wilson began. 

But Darian cut him off. “It is necessary. You’ve gone a 
long time without feeding. The sip you took earlier wasn’t 
enough, and we both know it.” Wilson seemed ready to 
argue, but he must have seen something that Amber had 
missed because he breathed out heavily and nodded in 
agreement. 


Amber couldn’t quite believe the arousal coursing 
through her. It wasn’t just the thought of being bitten again. 
It was also the orders Darian was giving her. Somehow, 
despite spending her whole life fighting to be seen as a 
capable and independent woman, Amber was more than 
willing to please Darian by doing what he asked. It was 
probably something she’d need to think about later, but 
when Wilson helped her climb onto his lap facing him, her 
pussy wide open over his groin, her naked breasts brushing 
against the leather of his jacket, her brain short-circuited 
and all she could do was feel. 

Wilson held her close, his cool touch only making her feel 
hotter. Darian gathered her hair in one hand, exposing her 
neck, and angling her head close to Wilson’s mouth. She 
could feel her pussy pulsing, her juices dribbling onto her 
thighs as Wilson traced his tongue over her collarbone and 
Darian caressed her spine. 

Her breath caught in her throat as she felt Wilson’s teeth 
scrape across her neck. Everything inside her tensed, her 
thighs quivering as both men drew out the moment, held 
her captive, enthralled, waiting. 

And then Wilson bit down, his fangs puncturing her skin, 
the strange mix of pain and arousal coursing through her 
blood. She shook all over, her body teetering on the verge 
of explosive orgasm. Wilson wrapped his arms around her 
thighs, pulling her closer, rubbing his leather-clad cock 
against her clit as he sucked harder against her throat. 

“Don’t you dare come, Amber,” Darian said in a deep 
voice. 

She made a sound of surprise, unable to form coherent 
words of protest. But then Wilson moved her lower body 
away from him, and lazily caressed her throat with his 
tongue. She whimpered her need, unable to move out of the 
vampire’s grasp as her body shook with unspent arousal. 

“Good girl.” Darian used his grip in her hair to angle her 
head to one side. “Relax, princess, and let Wilson’s saliva 
heal the wounds.” She could already feel the strange 


tingling from earlier, but this time it did nothing to ease her 
down from her frantic state. 

But then something incredible happened. Something 
she’d had no idea she was capable of. Without anything 
more than the hand in her hair and Wilson’s lips on her 
throat, orgasm burst within her. She moaned as wave after 
wave of heat pulsed over her, through her, around her. She 
could feel her pussy grasping at nothing, tensing and 
releasing, aching for a thick, hard cock as her climax went 
on and on. 

Finally, completely spent, she sagged against their grip, 
her body boneless, her mind fuzzy, and a feeling of lazy 
euphoria swirling through her. 

“Thank you, princess,” Darian said with a laugh in his 
voice, “for giving me the chance to teach you about 
discipline and punishment.” 

“Teach me what?” she asked, not truly comprehending 
his words thanks to the pleasant afterglow of her orgasm. 

“Discipline and punishment,” he said as he dragged the 
leather bag from under his bed. 

“Do you know much about the BDSM lifestyle, Amber?” 
Wilson asked as he held her close. 

“Some, | think, | mean, | ‘know’ stuff, but | don’t know 
how accurate it is.” She blew the hair from her eyes and 
tried to think clearly enough to explain herself. “It’s like | 
have all this information streaming through my brain—kind 
of like a hundred different radio stations all talking at once. 
Sometimes | can tune in to the stream of information | need. 
Most of the time | don’t even know where to begin looking. 
It’s actually quite distracting.” 

“If you think that’s going to get you out of being 
punished, princess, you have another think coming.” 

She sat up in Wilson’s arms and gave him a wry smile. 
“Sounds like I’m in big trouble.” 

“That it does,” he said with a nod, “but just in case that 
brain of yours is a bit late in delivering the information, you 


should know that all you have to do is refuse. Darian won’t 
do anything without your consent.” 

“That’s right, princess,” Darian said as he held up 
something that looked like a lace-up, leather wrist bracer 
that a warrior might wear into battle. “All you have to do is 
say a safe word. Just say the word and everything stops.” He 
held out a hand and without any real consideration as to the 
consequences of her actions, Amber placed her wrist in his 
palm. The smile he gave her was well worth whatever was 
to come. 

“What word do | need to say?” she asked as he watched 
him lace up the wrist brace on her arm. 

“Pick one,” he said with a smile. “Something that you 
wouldn’t normally say in general conversation. Something 
that tells me you definitely want to stop, and is not just a 
word you might say if you’re frightened, or in pain.” He 
cupped her face with his warm hand. “This sort of sex can 
be very intense. It’s okay to call a halt. Even though I’m 
about to punish you for coming when | told you not to, | 
want you to enjoy the experience.” 

She gave him a half laugh. She wasn’t sure she’d enjoy 
being punished, but she’d found the spanking quite a lot of 
fun. She was willing to at least explore the idea of Darian’s 
chosen lifestyle. 

“Choose a safe word,” he ordered as he helped her to 
her feet. 

“Grasshopper.” She smirked at him, and he laughed, 
obviously following her train of thought. 

“Misbehave again and you'll find them in your dinner.” 

“You wouldn’t,” she said, feeling the first hint of 
apprehension. 

“Try me,” he said with a satisfied grin that proved he was 
quite capable of following through. She didn’t care if 
sautéed grasshoppers were full of nutrients. Just the thought 
of eating them made her feel ill. 

“What’s your safe word, Amber?” 

“Grasshopper,” she answered just a little nervously. 


“Good girl,” Darian said as he turned her around and 
clipped the leather cuffs together. She didn’t have time to 
get nervous. He leaned down, lifted her over his shoulder, 
smacked her ass when she wriggled, and carried her into 
the bathroom. 

The last words she heard from Wilson were “have fun.” 


Chapter Five 


Darian couldn’t believe the desire coursing through him. 
He’d always needed to dominate the woman he was with, 
but with Amber it just seemed so easy. Despite her 
inexperience, it felt perfectly natural to slip into the role of 
Dom to her sub. 

He’d already set up the bathroom with everything he 
needed. Careful not to hurt her, he lifted Amber off his 
shoulder and set her on the vanity bench. He laughed softly 
when she sighed. 

“What was that for?” he asked curiously. 

“I thought by punishment you were maybe planning to 
use the leather belt in your bag.” 

“Who says I’m not?” he asked just to see her reaction. 
She shifted uncomfortably. There was arousal there, but at 
this stage it was overruled by fear. He reached behind her 
and unclipped the leather cuffs. “Amber, | won’t ever do 
anything to deliberately hurt you, but I’m not a mind reader. 
That’s why you have a safe word.” He clipped the cuffs back 
together, this time in front of her body. He lifted her feet up 
onto the bench, tilting her upper body backward, and pulling 
her bottom closer to the edge. It gave him perfect access to 
her pussy and ass. 

Reflexively she tried to close her legs, but he held them 
open easily. He arranged her folded arms under her breasts, 
lifting the soft globes up so that the hard nipples pointed 
straight at him. 

“You look beautiful like this,” he said and then leaned in 
to lave his tongue over one taut nipple. She shook her head, 
obviously disagreeing. He slapped her thigh, biting gently on 
her nipple at the same time. “You don’t get to disagree with 
me, Amber. | said you’re beautiful like this. On this subject 
my opinion is the only one that counts.” 

She opened her mouth to protest, but wisely closed it 
without making a sound. He nuzzled her breast again, his 
tongue swirling around the hard peak, before he sucked it 


into his mouth. She moaned, and he lifted his finger to her 
pussy, pleased to find her soft folds soaking wet with her 
arousal. 

“I'm going to shave your pussy, princess, and then I plan 
to run my tongue over every inch to make certain that it’s 
silky smooth.” She moaned again, her pussy gushing more 
juice onto his fingers. “Would you like to use your safe word, 
Amber?” 

“N-No,” she said breathlessly. 

“Good girl,” he said before taking her lips with his own. 
He wedged his hips against her, holding her legs open as he 
threaded his fingers through her hair and very thoroughly 
explored the dark recess of her mouth with his tongue. His 
cock pressed hard against the thin cotton material of his 
pants, so he pulled her ass closer to the edge, rubbing his 
erection against her until they were moaning with need. 

By the time he broke the kiss they were both panting 
hard, sucking for air in great gulping breaths. 

“Stay still,” he warned her as he reached over and 
grabbed the things he needed. He shaved her quickly, his 
focus on not hurting her. She relaxed despite the 
uncomfortable position, and a surge of warmth ran through 
him. Until this moment he hadn’t realized how special the 
gift of trust truly was. He’d never really had a woman submit 
to his wishes the way this woman did. Not even the one he’d 
once planned to entwine his life with. 

He finished up quickly, removed Amber’s cuffs and 
helped her to stand, and then turned her to the shower stall. 
In actuality he’d built the cabin into the natural landscape, 
creating a bathroom around the waterfall above. He used a 
combination of magic and camping equipment to control 
and filter the flow of water, but for the most part it was still 
like showering under a natural waterfall. He would never 
forget the pleasure in Amber’s eyes when she'd first laid 
eyes on the design a week and a half ago. She’d made him 
feel ten feet tall with her honest and pleased reaction. 


He held her hand as she stepped into the flow of water, 
and then stood back to drag his own clothes off. He joined 
her a moment later. 

“Am | allowed to talk?” she asked in a quiet voice. 

“It sounds like the information in your head is providing 
more details on the Dom-sub lifestyle.” 

She nodded and bit her lip. “The information is a little 
overwhelming, to be honest. I’m not sure | can explore all of 
that with you.” 

“What is it that’s worrying you?” he asked, lifting his 
thumb to ease her beautiful lip from between her teeth. 

“Piercings and blood play and serious pain and sca...” 
She seemed incapable of finishing the sentence. Fortunately 
she’d given him enough information to make him realize she 
didn’t just possess information about domination and 
Submission but probably of all the different types of 
lifestyles that fell under the BDSM heading. 

“Its okay,” he said, pressing a quick kiss to her lips. “l 
only live a very small part of that lifestyle. | don’t like 
inflicting real pain. | will never deliberately cut you or force 
you into role-playing that makes you uncomfortable.” He 
smiled at the relief on her face. “To be honest there are 
some things in the lifestyle that don’t sit well with me either. 
| want your trust, not your fear. | won’t ever humiliate you, 
although | will punish you if you break my rules. | don’t 
enjoy public exhibition, but I’m happy to share you with 
Wilson. And | will never, ever, ignore you if you use your 
safe word.” 

She nodded, wrapped her arms around him, and held on 
tight. 

“What’s your safe word, Amber?” 

“Grasshopper,” she said with a small smile and a quick 
kiss to his lips. 

“Okay, | want you to remember that while | punish you. If 
you say ‘grasshopper,’ everything stops. Okay?” 

“Okay,” she said with a quick nod and a slightly nervous 
smile. 


* OK OOK OK 


Amber was so relieved to hear Darian deny needing 
some of the more extreme BDSM lifestyles that she nearly 
missed the part where he used his fingers to open her folds 
and let the water trickle over her clit. She gasped as the 
tepid water caressed the suddenly supersensitive skin. 

“You'll feel everything more keenly without the hair,” he 
said, running his fingers over her pussy lips once more. 
“Turn around and bend over.” 

She felt her eyes widen at his request, but took a deep 
breath, turned around, and stuck her bottom in the air. His 
hands glided over the wet skin, his fingers sliding up and 
down the crease of her ass as he knelt behind her. She 
shivered as his tongue touched her denuded folds, his 
fingers pushing up into her pussy as he continued his 
“inspection.” 

Over and over he wriggled his tongue over her pussy, his 
fingers curling inside her and hitting a spot she hadn’t 
known existed. She was on the verge of orgasm, shaking all 
over, ready to explode into a million tiny pieces when he 
pulled away. 

She whimpered her disappointment, but the hard slap on 
her butt cheek stole her voice. 

“Quiet,” he said, caressing her spine in soothing, 
Sweeping motions, keeping her on the edge of arousal but 
not letting her fall over. “You don’t get to decide when you 
come. That’s my decision, and since this is punishment...” 
His words trailed away as he thrust his tongue into her 
pussy, spearing into her over and over hard and fast. 

This was punishment? 

She was shaking, shivering, quaking all over when he 
pulled away once more. She couldn’t call back the whimper 
that escaped her. The harsh slap barely hurt at all. 

“Don’t you dare,” Darian said with a soft chuckle. “If you 
come again without permission, your punishment will be far 


worse.” 

“Just for curiosity’s sake,” she said breathlessly, “how 
much worse?” 

He laughed again, this time the sound taking on a much 
darker tone. “I will tie you to the bed, and fuck you over and 
over without letting you come. | have ways of stopping your 
orgasm. At the moment I’m asking for your self-restraint, 
but | will use sneaky warlock measures if you misbehave.” 

She nodded, not doubting him for one moment. She took 
a deep breath, let it out slowly, and tried really hard to take 
her arousal down a notch or two. 

“Good girl,” he said, thrusting his fingers into her pussy 
and undoing all her good work. She was so close to going 
over the edge that this time she actually sighed in relief 
when he pulled away. She lost count of how many times he 
brought her to near orgasm and then forced her to relax. 
When he finally turned her around, lifted her against the 
smooth rock face of the waterfall, and thrust his cock hard 
and deep into her pussy, she almost cried with sheer relief. 
But this time she didn’t go over, didn’t give in to her body’s 
baser desires, she held on to her control for all she was 
worth. Hell, if he could manipulate her this easily without 
magic, she sure as hell didn’t want to try punishment a 
warlock’s way. 

He thrust frantically a few times, but then slowed down, 
fusing his mouth to hers as he slid into her pussy and held 
still. “Beautiful,” he said as he lowered her feet back to the 
ground and pulled away once more. She bit her lips 
together, determined not to make a sound. “Good girl.” He 
grabbed her arm, spun her around, pushing her hands 
against the wall as he pushed her legs wider and lifted her 
hips to where he wanted. 

The slap to her pussy was so unexpected that she cried 
out in shock, the sting far more arousing than painful. But 
then he pushed his fat cock inside her, and she gasped, 
trying desperately not to orgasm. He grabbed her clit and 


finally whispered the words she’d needed to hear—“Come, 
now!” 

And holy heavens, she did. Everything inside her went 
into meltdown, every inch of her shook in relief, every nerve 
ending pulsed with satisfaction, and wave after wave after 
wave of liquid heat swelled and ebbed through her body. 
Darian held still inside her, his cock throbbing in time with 
her pussy’s Caress. 

“Beautiful,” he said again as her orgasm finally ebbed, 
and he started thrusting into her pussy hard and fast. Her 
rode her savagely, dragging her against him again and 
again, taking her, owning her, claiming her for his own as 
his fingers pinched her clit and he growled, “Come again.” 

She didn’t disappoint, her pussy pulsing and gripping 
him as he thrust to the hilt inside her and pulsed his cum 
deep into her body. 

“Condom,” she whispered almost fearfully. She couldn’t 
Shake the fear that she’d fall pregnant to either of these 
men. 

The slap on her thigh had her moaning even though she 
wasn’t certain why. 

“| didn’t forget,” he said as he eased away from her and 
discarded the used prophylactic. “Your lack of faith in me is 
quite disappointing.” He said the words with a smile in his 
voice, so she knew he wasn’t as upset as his words 
suggested but his growled “stay where you are” didn’t bode 
well for her. 

He stepped out of the shower area but returned almost 
immediately. Whatever he intended to do to her he’d 
obviously planned for in advance. The thick, slippery finger 
against her anus was quite a shock. She lifted onto her toes 
when it pushed inside. 

“Um,” she said, wondering whether or not to tell him 
she’d never done this before. 

“Relax, Amber.” It wasn’t a request. “You’re very tight so 
l'Il need to stretch you before | can fuck your ass.” He thrust 
his finger into and out of her back passage slowly, each time 


going a little deeper, stretching her a little more. His finger 
was soon replaced with something round and thick, and she 
gasped as he pushed it slowly into her ass. “This is a butt 
plug. | was going to save it for another day, but since you 
can’t seem to behave, | expect you to keep it in for at least 
the next hour.” 

“An hour?” she asked before she could stop herself. Her 
ass was already burning, the thick part of the plug 
stretching her far more than his finger had done. 

“One hour,” he said as the widest part finally slipped into 
her body and her anus closed around what felt like a 
Slimmer part. She could feel pressure against her skin, so 
she assumed it had some sort of wide base stopping it from 
going any deeper. 

“Perfect,” Darian said as he leaned down and pressed a 
kiss to her buttocks. His finger traced over something that 
seemed to be the shape of a hand. “I like seeing my 
handprint on your ass. You might have to misbehave more 
often.” 

“| think that can be arranged,” she said, sighing softly. 
“Unless | find bugs in my salad and then all bets are off.” 
Darian turned her around, pulled her into his embrace, and 
simply laughed with her. 


* OOK OOK OK 


Wilson heard every word, every sigh, every movement. 
Sometimes vampire hearing had severe disadvantages. He 
was so hard the leather of his pants threatened to bust at 
the seams. Add that to the fact that he could still taste her 
delicious blood in his mouth, and his ability to do his job was 
severely compromised. 

Shit. 

He moved about the room, inspecting the wards that 
shimmered around the cabin. It was near-invisible even to 
vampire eyes, but at least they had an early-warning system 
set up. Anyone who came within a hundred feet of the 


building would cause a ripple effect in the protection layer. 
He’d literally see the movement of the field. Darian, of 
course, would feel it since it was his magic keeping the thing 
in place. 

If anyone managed to get within twenty feet, a 
deafening alarm would sound. If the noise didn’t 
incapacitate the intruder, the warlock and the vampire 
would. Still, when he saw the first ripple, he dismissed it as 
one of the larger creatures moving around the undergrowth. 
But as the ripple got larger and the person got closer, it 
became very obvious that their position was compromised. 

“Shit,” Darian whispered in a voice only loud enough for 
a vampire to hear. Hopefully he was signaling for Amber to 
stay quiet. Depending on who or what approached, they 
might miss the ward’s energy if they didn’t have any 
human-type sounds to back it up. 

Wilson used his natural speed to move to the bathroom 
area, signal Darian, and then head toward their intruder. 
There seemed to be only one presence, too big to be a 
single pixie, but certainly not large enough to suggest more 
than one human-sized man. 

He wasn’t surprised to realize it was someone he knew— 
Amber had already told him the traitor was working as a 
PUP—but he was quite relieved to realize the man wasn’t 
part of PUP Squad Alpha. His surprise attack worked well, 
the warlock dropping at his feet in an unconscious heap a 
moment later. 

Sparing a moment to grab a rope from Darian’s leather 
bag, Wilson returned quickly and tied the man’s hands and 
feet before carrying him into the cabin. One of the 
protection wards Darian had created meant that he was the 
only one capable of doing magic inside the field, so it would 
effectively neutralize Jed Mathewson’s magic. 


Chapter Six 


“I need clothes,” Amber whispered as Darian 
concentrated on his protection wards. He sensed the exact 
moment that Wilson incapacitated the intruder, and sighed 
in relief when the vampire brought their captive inside and 
tied him to a chair. 

It wasn’t a complete shock to realize the traitor they’d 
been warned of was a warlock, but the man’s identity was 
still surprising. Darian had never actually met Hannah, but 
he’d read several of the reports that credited Jed Mathewson 
with saving her life at least twice. 

Darian moved to a recessed shelf and pulled out a light 
cotton robe for Amber to cover her nudity. She seemed 
surprised, and maybe a little annoyed, by the fact that it 
was longer and covered more of her than any of the other 
clothes he’d offered her since they’d gotten here. He simply 
gave her a wink and patted her beautiful behind. 

She hissed at the reminder. “The plug?” 

“No, the plug is punishment. Not even an intruder is 
going to get you out of that.” 

She looked annoyed enough to want to thump him, but 
ground her teeth together and nodded instead. 

“Stay close to Wilson,” he ordered as he grabbed her 
hand and led her into the main room. 


* OK OOK OK 


Jed was just waking up when Darian and Amber came 
through the bathroom door. Darian guided Amber into 
Wilson’s embrace and then turned to face the other warlock. 

“You look a lot younger than last time we saw you,” 
Darian said with a note of disdain. “Trying to hide your 
identity perhaps?” 

Jed didn’t look impressed. “No, actually, | went through 
the rejuvenation spell so that | could help protect the 


Oracle’s receptacles. | was searching for Lilly Wicks when | 
stumbled onto your tunnel signature.” 

“So you thought you’d just drop by for a visit.” 

Jed rolled his eyes, seeming really pissed at the 
interrogation. Considering that the man was most likely the 
traitor who’d gotten Hannah killed and put the others at 
risk, Wilson didn’t give a shit what the warlock felt. 

“| dropped by,” Jed said, sounding like he was grinding 
his teeth, “because Benjamin hadn’t heard from you and 
was worried.” He looked them both over with barely leashed 
anger. “Or did you forget that you were supposed to check 
in every forty-eight hours?” 

Darian let that comment hang, not bothering to defend 
their actions. They’d both made the decision together not to 
use the bounce tunnels. Of course that meant they weren’t 
able to check in with their boss either. Considering that 
they’d already had one Oracle’s receptacle killed while 
under PUP Squad Alpha and Deeks Security professional 
protection, Wilson and Darian had agreed it was an 
acceptable course of action. They’d probably get all sorts of 
lectures once this was over, but as long as Amber was still 
alive they’d happily pay the price. 

“Why did you do it?” Wilson asked. His anger toward the 
man who betrayed them was very clear in his voice, and 
apparently he didn’t care who noticed. To think that an ex- 
PUP squad leader saved a woman’s life twice just so he 
could get up-to-date information and then betray the rest of 
them was sickening. 

“Do what?” Jed asked sarcastically. “Track you down so 
that | can prove to your boss you’re not the traitors he 
Suspects?” 

Benjamin thought they were the traitors? 

“How do you know they’re not traitors?” Amber asked 
quietly. The question was surprising. Amber had shown such 
faith in them. Why would she suspect Jed was telling the 
truth? 


“What, you mean apart from the fact that you’re still 
alive?” Jed asked with a scathing laugh. 

“Yes, apart from that.” Amber’s voice was clear, calm, 
and painfully neutral. But Jed must have seen something 
Wilson missed because he laughed softly and relaxed 
completely. 

“Because Hannah told me.” 

“What? Before you had her killed?” Darian threw in 
angrily. 

“No,” Amber said, the calm amid the storm of emotions. 
“Jed didn’t have anything to do with the attack.” She tilted 
her head in that distinctive way, and Jed grinned even wider. 
“Jed is the one who made it look like she died, but she’s still 
alive and very happy with her...” She hesitated, turned her 
gaze to Wilson, and quirked an eyebrow. “...with her teddy 
bears?” she asked, sounding confused. 

“With her mates, actually,” Jed said with a wink. “West 
and Eric are bear-shifters and very happily settling into 
wedded bliss with their pregnant wife, Hannah. Although | 
must say for a pediatrician Eric packs one hell of a punch.” 
He worked his jaw, clearly indicating where Eric’s fist had 
landed. 

“It’s okay, guys. He’s telling the truth. Jed really did fake 
Hannah’s death. | can feel it. | know it.” She stepped out of 
Wilson’s arms so that she could see both Darian’s and 
Wilson’s faces. “And | know Jed is not the traitor inside PUP 
Squad Alpha.” 

“Finally,” Jed said with another of those dramatically 
sarcastic sighs. “Now can someone untie me so I can get the 
feeling back in my fingers?” 


* OK OOK OK 


As Wilson moved to untie Jed, Amber gave Darian a 
pleading look. The plug in her ass made it difficult to think 
about anything else. If the situation hadn’t been so 
important with Jed, she probably wouldn’t have gotten 


through the conversation without succumbing to the moan 
that lingered in her throat. Every tiny movement set her 
nerve endings ablaze with excitement. 

Darian glanced at the clock, grinned wickedly, and then 
Shook his head. She briefly considered taking it out 
regardless of what the nasty warlock said, but he must have 
read her expression correctly because he waggled his finger 
at her and grinned again. She huffed in annoyance and very 
carefully sat on the sofa. 

“Are the others safe?” Darian asked Jed as soon as the 
man was untied. 

“As far as | know,” he said, rubbing his wrists absently. 
“Kali, Ava, and Hannah are all off the grid with their 
husbands. Benjamin has been getting regular check-ins from 
all of them, but even he doesn’t know where they are. 
Dyson, Angus, Adam, and Thomas are all protecting Kristen. 
Jason, Devlin, Wesley, Bull, and | are still trying to track Lilly 
down.” He smiled as he grabbed a seat from the dining 
table and moved it to face the sofa. “That woman certainly 
has some interesting skills. Despite having found Lilly’s trail 
several times, we always seem to come to a dead end. I’m 
starting to think she has a form of jump travel that we’ve 
never seen before.” He laughed softly. “Chances are when 
we finally do catch up to Lilly, she’ll be the one protecting 
us.” 

“Who's Wesley?” Darian asked, sounding agitated. 

“New guy working for Ronan. A weasel-shifter.” Jed shook 
his head and feigned a stunned look. “Talks faster than 
anyone I’ve ever known. Rather handy, though, if you want 
to get into tight spaces.” 

“A weasel-shifter?” Amber asked, hoping that she’d 
never actually meet the guy face-to-face. Furry little 
woodland creatures had freaked her out ever since a 
terrified squirrel had mistaken her for a tree when she was 
seven. The damn thing had run up her leg and burrowed 
under her sweater. She could still hear the sounds of her 
own screaming. 


“Yes, he’s a human who shifts into a weasel.” He saw the 
look on Amber’s face even though she tried to hide it. “If 
that freaks you out, then I’m not sure you want to know how 
Bull got his nickname.” 

“Bulls a cow-shifter?” she asked in shock even as 
something inside her told her that wasn’t quite right. 

“Nope, try again. This time think smaller. Much smaller.” 
He cupped his hands indicating that Bull turned into 
something little enough to fit into Jed’s hands. The answer 
came to her even as she denied the existence of such 
creatures. 

“He’s a bullfrog?” she asked, hoping she was very wrong. 

Jed winked. “Only shifter on the planet that doesn’t need 
to sleep. Very handy for surveillance work.” 

“Um...okay,” she said, trying for a neutral tone and 
failing miserably. It wasn’t that she had anything against 
people who could shift into animals—her head seemed to be 
filled with information on dozens of different species now 
that she knew where to look—it was just that with 
everything that had happened in recent weeks the existence 
of shifters seemed to be just one more thing she had to 
incorporate into her understanding of the world. Considering 
she'd spent twenty-seven years in blissful ignorance, the 
sudden inflow of information was disconcerting to say the 
least. 

Jed must have noticed her overwhelmed state because 
he moved to stand in front of her. “Don’t worry, beautiful,” 
he said with a smart-ass grin at the two men who seemed 
suddenly ready to attack him, “I’m told these two know 
what they’re doing, so you should be safe.” He turned his 
back so that neither Wilson nor Darian could see his face 
when he added, “Of course, you’re more than welcome to 
come with me. | was a PUP squad leader long before these 
two saw action.” 

Jed winked and smiled when both men moved 
protectively toward her. 


” 


“I think I’m fine here,” she said quickly. She gave them 
both what she hoped was a reassuring smile. 

“That you are,” Jed said with a hearty laugh, obviously 
having noticed the men’s annoyance. “I'll let Benjamin know 
the three of you are safe.” He grinned knowingly before 
adding, “And happy.” 

“Thank you,” Amber said, hoping that the man would 
leave quickly. He seemed more than happy to push Wilson 
and Darian into a violent reaction. Perhaps the punch one of 
Hannah's mates had given him had been well deserved. 

Thankfully he turned and spoke to Darian and Wilson in a 
more professional tone about practical matters. Whether 
they would stay here—yes, since Jed would be able to follow 
Darian’s bounce tunnel out of here anyway. Whether he 
Should drop by with some supplies—yes, in seven days 
exactly. And whether he should contact a family member or 
loved one to let them know they were safe—no, only 
Benjamin as neither man had any strong family ties. She 
declined the offer as well mainly for the same reason. She’d 
been a workaholic for most of her adult life. Her only contact 
with other people was in a workplace setting. If her boss and 
staff were missing her, it was only because of the work she 
did, not because she was friends with any of them. 

She swallowed hard at the realization that she literally 
had no one who would truly miss her if she disappeared 
forever. Still trying to reconcile this new take on a life she’d 
once considered satisfying, she almost missed Jed’s final 
question—did she know who the traitor was? 

Amber shook her head, sudden tears filling her eyes as 
she explained in a small voice what she did know. Jed 
thanked her in a more serious tone than he’d used the 
whole time he'd been here and then left via the front door. 
He’d promised to wander at least a mile away before 
opening a bounce tunnel to minimize the risk of creating 
another traceable path to their doorstep. 

Wilson looked at Darian, nodded in agreement to 
something she couldn’t guess, and then helped her off the 


sofa. 

“Wilson’s going to take the plug out for you, princess,” 
Darian said as he moved about the room gathering stuff. 
She glanced at the clock. It hadn’t been a whole hour yet, so 
she knew something was definitely up. 

“Why?” she asked, stopping where she was. 

“Because we need to go and | thought you’d be more 
comfortable walking without a plug up your ass.” 

“Why do we need to go?” She knew this was a reaction 
to Jed finding them, but she’d already explained that he 
wasn’t the traitor. Having met the man, she was certain he 
wasn’t the PUP squadmate betraying them. 

“We know what we're doing, sweetheart.” Wilson cupped 
her cheek in his cool hand and pressed a kiss to her lips. 
“We promised to keep you safe. It’s a promise we both 
intend to keep.” 

“But we're safe here,” she said, trying to convey her wish 
to stay in this cabin. It may have been rather boring the first 
ten days, but things had just started to get interesting. She 
wanted time with her men. “Jed is not the traitor. He’ll die 
before telling anyone where we are. I’m as certain of that as 
lam of my own name.” 

Having a memory filled with facts still didn’t explain how 
she would know things like this, but she’d stake her life on 
her knowledge that Jed—even as annoying as he’d been— 
was only trying to protect the Oracle’s receptacles. He 
posed no danger. 

“We're just being cautious, Amber,” Darian said as he 
continued to pack stuff into a bag. 

“Look, | like it here. | feel safe here,” she said, not 
entirely certain why she was arguing to stay. Anywhere 
would be just as good as long as she was with her men. 
Perhaps it was the realization that no one would miss her, 
but she suddenly felt a desperate need to make a Spiritual 
connection, to not just have kinky sex with men she cared 
for who cared back, but to forge something deeper, 


something stronger. “Please, the wards will warn you if 
anyone comes close. | just...| need...” 

She let the words trail away, her emotions as raw as her 
voice. 

“It’s okay, sweetheart,” Wilson said as he gathered her in 
his arms. “We'll stay for a little longer.” He ran his hands 
over her robe, pushing aside the material and gently 
caressing her all over. 

Darian came up behind her. “If anything bigger than a 
mouse bumps into my wards, I’m opening a bounce tunnel 
immediately. No arguments.” 

“No arguments,” she agreed, turning in Wilson’s 
embrace to wrap her arms around Darian and kiss him 
softly. What started as a gentle exploration turned explosive 
moments later as Wilson smoothed the robe from her 
shoulders and let it drop to the floor. He ran his hands over 
her skin, tracing her shape, inflaming her senses. 

“Lean over the bed,” Darian said in the voice that gave 
her serious shivers. He was a kind, loving, generous man, 
but when he spoke in that tone, she wanted to fall at his 
feet and worship him. Wilson obviously noticed her reaction 
because he slapped her thigh playfully and bent her over 
the bed himself. He ran his hands all over her as he used 
one of his feet to widen her stance. 

“Beautiful,” he said and stepped to the side. 

Darian took his place, running his hands all over her ass 
before touching the butt plug. “I’m going to take the plug 
out, princess.” She shivered as he wiggled the base of the 
toy, every nerve ending tingling as he slowly pulled it from 
her back passage. It was almost out when he pushed it back 
in again. She groaned at the intense sensation, her arms 
Shaking as he sped up, thrusting it into her ass over and 
over, fucking her with the plug. 

“We're going to take you together,” Darian said as 
Wilson grabbed some condoms and lube from the leather 
bag. “Just imagine, princess, Wilson fucking your pussy, me 
fucking your ass.” 


“Yes,” she said on a whimper. This was what she wanted, 
to feel connected to them both, to feel whole, complete. 

“Good girl,” Darian said as he finally pulled the plug all 
the way out of her ass. He left her there, bent over the bed, 
Shivering and shaking as he and Wilson stripped off their 
clothes. It seemed to take forever for them to get naked, but 
then Wilson knelt on the bed and pressed his cock to her 
lips. She opened immediately, licking him greedily, sucking 
him into the cavern of her mouth as the vampire groaned. 

“Holy hell,” he said as he tried to pull away. Amber was 
having none of it. She followed him, leaning further over the 
bed, but a sharp slap on her ass had her gasping, and 
Wilson’s cock slipped from her mouth. Strong hands gripped 
her hips, pulling her back into the position Darian wanted. 

“Behave,” he said, landing another swat on her ass, “or 
I'll make sure you don’t get to come for a very long time.” 

“I'll be good,” she said quickly, remembering his threat 
to use magic to hold off her orgasm. That was one 
punishment she had no intention of attracting. A good 
spanking, though, was another thing entirely. She wiggled 
her ass at Darian, but he just laughed. 

She was considering turning around to protest when he 
rammed his cock straight into her pussy, holding her back 
against him as he thrust to the hilt and held still. “Shit,” she 
whispered. The walls of her pussy were already fluttering 
around his thick cock. He fucked her slowly, almost lazily, as 
Wilson grabbed his own cock and stroked himself with the 
same rhythm in front of her. 

“Now,” Darian said as he slid a hand around her hip and 
found her clit with his thumb, “I want you to let Wilson fuck 
your mouth. No sucking. Just open your lips and let him 
inside.” She moaned her agreement. “Do it right and we'll 
let you orgasm, princess.” 

She nodded enthusiastically, allowing Darian to control 
the angle as Wilson slid into her mouth. She breathed out, 
trying to relax her throat, trying to do as she was told. 
Wilson pumped into her mouth in shallow strokes, pushing 


deeper each time. The thumb against her clit moved slowly, 
circling the sensitive nub over and over, the gentle touch 
excruciatingly arousing. 

Amber shifted on her feet, the sensations beginning to 
overwhelm her. Darian started to move in her pussy, 
Slamming into her again and again, his thumb tormenting 
her clit, Wilson fucking her mouth, her orgasm spiraling 
closer. She tried to relax, tried to deny the buildup, tried to 
pull back her intense need, she gasped, throbbing all over, 
waiting, needing, craving Darian’s words. 

“Come for us, princess.” 

She nearly sighed in relief, her orgasm swelling and 
bursting through her so quickly she nearly collapsed 
forward. She moaned as Wilson pulled from her mouth, but 
then Darian started fucking her in earnest as her orgasm 
exploded once more. She was shaking all over, gasping, 
Shivering, moaning even as heat traveled her veins and 
exhaustion wound through her. 

Finally, Darian pulled his cock from her pussy, easing her 
facedown onto the bed, arranging her over Wilson as she let 
him place her wherever, too sated to protest. 

But when Wilson’s cool hands gripped her heated ass 
cheeks and held them apart, sudden anticipation filled her 
again. She felt the spongy head of Darian’s cock press 
against her ass, the lube slightly colder than expected. But 
it did nothing to cool her down. “Push out,” Darian ordered 
as he slid slowly into her untried passage. She did as she 
was told, the slight pain holding her orgasm at bay, but the 
incredible feeling of belonging to him taking her by surprise. 

“Perfect,” he whispered as his balls touched her bottom 
and the full length of his erection lay embedded in her ass. 
He held still again, holding her impaled on his cock. Her 
muscles began to relax, her body no longer wanting to force 
him out, but now willing to feel him moving inside her. 

Wilson moved in front of her, rolling a condom onto his 
cock as Darian lifted her over him, never separating his 
body from hers. Wilson’s cock nudged her pussy lips, her 


opening already clenching around him as he slowly pushed 
inside. All three of them were panting by the time she held 
them both in her body. 

Slowly they began to move. One pushing in as the other 
pulled out. Over and over they moved into her pussy and 
ass, fucking her slowly, deliberately, lovingly. Unexpected 
waves of heat flowed over her, the orgasm almost too 
exquisite to describe. Wave after wave swelled through her, 
the rapturous sensation so new, so foreign, so beautiful that 
she moaned again and again. 

Wilson smiled at her, his hand snaking around her neck 
to pull her mouth down to his. He kissed her gently at first, 
his pleasure in her obvious, but then something happened, 
something changed, something became more intense. He 
deepened the kiss, his tongue thrusting into her mouth as 
fast as his cock slammed into her pussy. 

Darian groaned, his pace speeding, too, his rhythm 
faltering, his cock throbbing inside her ass. 

“Come for us, Amber,” he gasped out, his voice rasping, 
strained as he fucked her ass faster. She shook her head, 
the sensations too intense, the emotions too ragged, the 
connection to men she loved completely and utterly 
overwhelming. 

But Darian didn’t give her a choice. He pushed his hand 
between them, thumbed her clit over and over until she 
Shattered into orgasm. She screamed, the high, thin, 
keening cry filling the room as her men took their own 
pleasure, fucking her until they both exploded and spilled 
their seed deep in her body. 

Amber barely registered them pulling out of her, or the 
soft washcloth smoothing against her skin as they cleaned 
her up, before she fell into a deep sleep. 


Chapter Seven 


Amber woke lying between her men. 

“Good morning,” she whispered to Wilson, trying not to 
wake Darian up. She’d never seen both men asleep at the 
same time. It was pretty obvious that even though all three 
of them had slept together in the bed for the past three 
nights, Darian and Wilson were still very aware of protecting 
her. “What time is it?” She stretched her arms over her 
head. Even after two weeks of living in the jungle, they’d 
kept the same sleep times they’d had in the safe house. 
Very little daylight reached the jungle floor, so even if they’d 
had more than the one tiny window, it wouldn’t have made 
a whole heap of difference to her perception of time. 

“Nearly breakfast time,” Wilson said with a wicked grin. A 
week ago Amber would never have thought of breakfast as 
foreplay, but considering that they’d fallen into the habit of 
eating breakfast and then eating her—Wilson at her throat, 
Darian at her pussy—the word “breakfast” had taken on a 
whole new meaning. In fact she’d had so many orgasms as 
part of breakfast that she wasn’t sure she’d be able to walk 
through the cereal aisle at the supermarket ever again 
without moaning. 

“I'll go make coffee,” she said, wriggling out from 
between the two men. She giggled quietly when she 
realized how comfortable she was walking around naked. 
She hadn’t given clothes a thought since Jed’s visit three 
days ago. 

She was humming happily when she heard a short, sharp 
curse. Wilson was beside her in an instant. “Too many,” he 
said grimly as he wrapped a sheet around her at lightning 
speed and then lifted her into his arms. Darian had a bounce 
tunnel open so fast her head was spinning. 

“Go,” Darian ordered as they stepped through the tunnel 
into bright daylight. Wilson held her tight against him and 
ran at speeds that hurt her eyes. 


“Darian,” she cried out as she realized he would have no 
way to keep up with Wilson’s pace. 

Wilson held her tighter but didn’t slow down. Finally he 
ran into an underground parking lot and slowed down. She 
could smell something strange, the fragrance sickly and 
cloying. It wasn’t until Wilson stumbled that she realized it 
was coming from him. Panic drilled through her as she 
remembered distinctly that he wasn’t wearing his helmet. 
Thankfully he still wore his leather pants and jacket but, 
judging by the smell, his face had been burned by the sun. 
She tried to lift her head to see, to help, to do anything 
other than be cradled in his arms like a damsel in distress, 
but he held her face against his chest. 

“I’m okay,” he said even though he didn’t sound it. “l 
heal quickly.” 

“At least let me feed you to help it heal faster.” His arms 
tightened a moment as he stepped into the deeper shadows 
of the parking lot. “Please, Wilson.” 


x OK OOK OK 


Wilson could barely function. He’d never been burned 
this badly before. His eyes were swollen almost closed, and 
his lips, nose, and throat felt like he’d rubbed against a 
cheese grater. He could barely smell his burning hair and 
scalp, but suspected it was much worse than it seemed to 
his damaged senses. 

He held Amber’s head trapped against his chest, not 
wanting her to see him in this state. 

But she was right. Blood would make him heal faster, 
minutes rather than hours, but it felt too much to ask. She 
was wrapped in a sheet, running for her life from assassins 
whose only way of finding them had been the one man 
she'd convinced them they could trust. 

“Please, Wilson,” she said with a soft sob, “I need to help 
you.” 


His arms shook as he helped her to her feet, but he kept 
her head against his chest as he whispered, “I’m sorry.” 

Her cry of dismay was like a dagger to his heart. He’d 
never wanted to expose this beautiful woman to such 
horrors. It wasn’t fair that she’d been dragged into a mess 
not of her making. The least he could have done was shield 
her from the worst of it. At least it was dark. Her human 
eyes were unlikely to see the worst of the burns. 

She gathered her hair in her hands, moving it to the side 
so that he had clear access to her throat. The pain and 
swelling of his burned skin was so bad that he was barely 
able to open his lips wide enough. She must have sensed his 
problem because she wrapped her arms around his waist 
and lifted herself closer to his mouth. 

He bit down, a groan escaping him as her blood flowed 
into him and the healing began. He licked at her neck, trying 
to close the wounds, but she cried out and pressed herself 
closer to him. “You need more. Take everything you need.” 
Her arms tightened around him. “Please, Wilson. It needs to 
be you. If | pass out, you can carry me. | can’t carry you.” 
Her words sounded fast, frantic, and it finally dawned on 
him through the haze of pain that he’d never known her to 
be frightened. Two and a half weeks of living with her, 
protecting her, loving her, yet he’d never seen an ounce of 
worry or a trickle of fear. She’d always trusted them to 
protect her. 

“Okay,” he whispered against her neck as he stopped 
trying to close the wounds. Instead he sucked harder, 
drinking down her blood mouthful after mouthful. She shook 
in his arms, moaning softly, obviously enjoying the euphoria 
that came with feeding a vampire. Finally, he could feel the 
skin on his face healing, the swelling around his eyes going 
down, his lips returning to their natural state. 

He licked the wounds, healing her throat and holding her 
close. He hadn’t taken more than a blood bank would have, 
but it meant that she would need several weeks to recover. 


Wherever they holed up this time, he would need to have a 
different source of blood. 

He lifted her into his arms, smiling as she snuggled 
Sleepily against him. 

“Did it work?” she asked tiredly. 

“Yes, sweetheart,” he said as he slid down the wall and 
sat with her cradled in his lap. “Get some sleep. | need to 
make a phone call, but we’ll stay here until the sun goes 
down.” 

“Okay,” she whispered. 


* OK OOK OK 


Darian ran about three hundred yards in the opposite 
direction to Wilson and Amber. He needed to get far enough 
away from the signature of his bounce tunnel to at least 
make it look like they’d been trying to evade their pursuers. 
Darian had sensed the warlock’s presence, so he knew their 
attackers were capable of following. He actually intended to 
take them on a wild-goose chase, and then hopefully rent a 
car two hundred miles south of here and drive back. Of 
course his plan not only relied on them being able to find his 
bounce tunnel signatures but to also eventually lose them a 
long way from here. 

He shook his head as he stepped through the new 
tunnel. They’d sent five pixies. Five! All to kill one little 
human. It was true that Amber knew stuff that, as a human, 
She probably shouldn’t have known, but she didn’t seem a 
particular threat to anyone. Other humans wouldn’t believe 
the fantastical stories of paranormals living among them 
without some serious proof, and even then many would 
refuse to give her claims any consideration. She’d probably 
get locked up in a mental institute if she tried to share. She 
hadn’t even shown the telekinetic skills the other Oracle’s 
receptacles had displayed. Why the hell would pixies 
consider her such a threat that they’d be willing to send so 


many in an attempt to kill her? And why would an 
experienced, trusted warlock aid them in their quest? 

With confirmation of Jed’s treachery only came more 
questions. 

There was more to this situation than they knew. 

At least more than he’d been told. 

He opened a bounce tunnel into Hannah’s abandoned 
apartment and used the phone to call his boss. 


* OK OOK OK 


Amber woke with a start. She was cozy and warm and 
being held close to Wilson’s familiar leather jacket, but she 
couldn’t shake the feeling that she had something she was 
Supposed to do. 

“Darian,” she said, shocked that she’d forgotten he 
wasn’t with them. She lifted her head so suddenly that her 
vision swam and her stomach revolted. 

“Shhh, stay still, sweetheart. Darian will meet up with us 
soon.” 

“You planned this?” 

“Of course,” he answered, seeming perplexed that she 
would ask the question at all. “We had several different 
emergency scenarios planned.” He laughed softly. 
“Forgetting my helmet wasn’t in any of them.” 

“Are you Okay?” 

“Thanks to you, yes.” He stroked his hand through her 
hair. “The sun is almost down. | need to make a quick call to 
my CO and then | plan to buy you the biggest steak 
Sandwich | can find.” 

She nodded, her stomach rumbling at the idea of actual 
food. She’d never been a big meat eater, but two weeks in 
the jungle living on protein bars, rations, and the jungle idea 
of a salad and she was ready to sink her teeth into 
something more substantial. 

“Will it be safe?” 


“It’s not ideal, but at least after dark in a big city like this 
means fewer children on the street. Seven-year-olds should 
be tucked safely in their beds, so it will make it easier to 
spot any pixies.” 

She glanced at the sheet wrapped around her. 

“Could be worse,” she said with a shrug. Wilson 
grimaced and raised an eyebrow, apparently waiting for her 
to explain. She grinned, and leaned up to kiss him. “I could 
have a plug up my ass.” 

“Good point,” he said with a laugh. 


* OOK OOK OK 


It took Darian several hours of bounce travel and car 
time to get back to the city where Wilson and Amber were 
waiting for him. He was very relieved to find them safe and 
unharmed, but unfortunately the information he needed to 
share wasn’t going to do them a whole lot of good. 

“Benjamin said to stay off the radar.” He handed over 
Amber’s suitcase, the one they’d had to abandon at the first 
safe house. It had seemed an appropriate stop. Wilson 
smiled when he caught the helmet Darian tossed his way. 

“You've had a busy day,” he said as they shielded Amber 
from view so that she could get dressed. “Benjamin told me 
the same thing.” Wilson wore a grim expression and seemed 
to hesitate a moment. “Did you get the impression that he’s 
holding something back from us?” 

“| did. At first | thought it was Hannah, but we only have 
Jed’s word for it that she’s alive, and well, he just proved his 
word is worth nothing.” 

“What the hell would make the guy turn against 
everything he’s ever fought for?” 

“Maybe he hasn’t,” Amber said quietly. “You told me PUP 
stands for Paranormal Undercover Protection. Your primary 
objective is to keep the knowledge of the paranormal world 
out of human hands.” 

“But this is different. You have the Oracle’s knowledge.” 


“And besides,” Wilson cut in, looking very disturbed, “we 
do make exceptions. Skye’s sister for example.” 

When Amber looked confused, Darian helped her to the 
car as he explained. “Skye is a recently made vampire and 
married to Benjamin and Samuel. Her sister Jennifer knows 
all about her new life. She’s human, but it was deemed 
necessary for her to know. No one is running around trying 
to kill her.” 

“But she doesn’t possess any of the skills the Oracle’s 
receptacles do. Jennifer only has an outsider’s knowledge of 
a different world. With our ‘knowing’ skills, the six of us have 
something more.” 

“So you reckon it’s something that you ‘know’ that’s the 
reason for Jed turning against us?” Darian asked, feeling sick 
to his stomach. What the hell could an Oracle pass on that 
would have the pixies so scared? 

“No, | mean yes, | think it’s something we ‘know’ or 
maybe a skill we’re not aware of yet that is the reason for 
the traitor and the pixie attacks, but no, | don’t think Jed is 
the traitor.” 

“Sorry, princess, but it was pretty obvious that he was 
behind the attack on us. No one else knew where we were, 
and there was definitely a warlock with the pixies. Thanks to 
him they managed to chase me across half the world before 
| finally lost them.” 

“But you weren’t able to identify Jed personally.” 

“No,” Darian said. He didn’t want to upset her, but 
everything pointed to Jed. In this case, Amber’s skill of 
“knowing” stuff seemed to be overridden with her own 
wishes. She’d said that the traitor wasn’t anyone she’d met. 
Maybe that was just her unconsciously trying to relegate the 
bad guy to a stranger, someone who hadn’t promised to 
protect her. 

“Do you guys know a place called Sugarvale?” Amber 
asked quietly. 

He shouldn’t have been stunned to hear her use the 
name of the town all of the Oracle’s receptacles had been 


heading to, but somehow he was. Somehow inside his mind 
he’d decided if she was wrong about Jed, then her skills 
were flawed in some way. Her utterance of the word 
“Sugarvale” only served to make him more confused. 

“We do,” Wilson answered for them both. “Sugarvale is 
where we have PUP Squad Alpha’s headquarters.” 

“| need to go there,” she said, making it very clear that it 
wasn't a request. 

“No,” Darian said, slipping into his Dom personality. He 
wouldn’t let her risk her life or dictate the terms of her 
protection. 

She looked surprised by his monosyllabic answer, but 
then as if she understood his concern, smiled and leaned 
over to touch his cheek affectionately. He grabbed her hand 
and held it trapped against the stubble of his unshaven jaw. 

“No,” he said again, realizing that he’d somehow lost this 
argument before it had even gotten started. “Don’t even 
think of going anywhere without us. l'Il have you tied to a 
bed so fast your head will spin. Are we clear, princess?” 

“| don’t want to go anywhere without either of you, but | 
need to go to Sugarvale.” 

“Why?” Wilson asked, sounding nearly as freaked out as 
Darian was feeling. 

“Because Kali, Ava, and Hannah are there.” 

“They can’t be,” Darian said. “They were told to go off 
the grid. There’s no way they ignored a direct order and 
simply stayed home.” 

“I don’t know what to tell you,” Amber said, sounding 
just a little freaked out herself now. “I just know that | need 
to meet them. Ava has something for me. A gift, | think. I’m 
not sure what, but | know it’s important.” 

“A gift?” Darian asked, his voice rising in anger and 
surprise. “Princess, | will buy you whatever it is you think 
you need. There’s nothing Ava can gift to you that Wilson 
and | can’t provide.” Even as the words were coming out of 
his mouth, he realized how irrational they were. It was 


obvious that Amber wasn’t talking about the type of gift that 
came in a box with a bright bow. 

Fear for the woman’s safety was messing with his head. 
It had never happened before. He’d been doing security and 
protection type work for more years than he cared to count, 
but it was this one woman who made it personal, whose life 
was intimately entwined with his and Wilson’s. He couldn’t 
lose her. Not now. Not when he finally understood that they 
deserved a long future together. 

“Amber,” Darian said softly, “I love you. Please don’t risk 
yourself like this.” 

Tucked between them inside the cabin of the truck he’d 
rented, Amber first glanced at Wilson before climbing onto 
Darian’s lap. It was an awkward fit with the steering wheel, 
but he held her close and let all the warm memories of their 
time together in the jungle swirl through his mind. It didn’t 
surprise him to realize that she’d become more important to 
him than breathing. 


* OK OOK OK 


“| love you, too,” Amber said as she rested her head 
against Darian’s heart. “And | love Wilson.” She wanted a 
future where the three of them lived as happily as they had 
the past two weeks in the jungle. But this was the real 
world. Was it even fair of her to ask them to make their 
sweet and sexy interlude a permanent thing? And what if 
that wasn’t what they wanted? Sharing on a permanent 
basis was fraught with all sorts of problems. Could she make 
a happy life with only one of them if the other walked? 

“Amber,” Wilson said, grabbing her hand and holding it 
tight in his cool grip, “we both love you, but even if we 
didn’t, our job would still be to protect you. Even if | didn’t 
love you, | still wouldn’t want you walking into the middle of 
danger. It’s not safe to go to Sugarvale.” He lifted her hand 
to his lips. “Stay with us. Stay safe.” 

“Marry us. Have our babies,” Darian added. 


She felt her eyes widen. “Marry both of you?” 

“It’s not as unusual as you might think,” Darian said with 
a wide grin. “Marry us, love us, stay safe.” 

“I’m not going to marry you just to stay safe, Darian 
Hawkes.” He looked upset by her apparent rejection, but she 
leaned back as far as the steering wheel would allow and 
added, “I will marry you both because | love you both with 
all my heart.” Darian grinned and then kissed her like the 
world was about to end. They’d barely come up for air when 
Wilson leaned over, dragged her off Darian’s lap and onto 
his own. 

“| love you,” he said after a brief kiss, “but we need to 
move. Get you to a safe place.” 

She turned around, leaning against the dashboard in an 
effort to see both of their faces. She wanted to agree with 
them, to let them decide what was safe and what was not, 
but she couldn’t shake the feeling that she needed to be in 
Sugarvale. 

“I know Sugarvale is a safe place. The instinct to protect 
goes both ways. | wouldn’t ask you to take me there if | 
thought it would put you at risk.” 

Darian and Wilson looked at each other for a moment 
and then nodded. 

“Okay, princess, we love you and we trust you. We'll do 
things your way.” Darian glanced at Wilson again before 
adding, “For now.” 


* OK OOK OK 


The drive to Sugarvale was long, boring, and seriously 
uneventful. It was almost anticlimactic. Five miles out Wilson 
saw the shimmer of the first protection ward as they passed 
through it. Whoever was still in town would definitely know 
they were coming now. Chances were someone would be 
dropping by to check who was intruding on their little slice 
of paradise. 


Neither Darian nor Wilson had mentioned their 
destination to Benjamin, even though they were literally 
about to land on the man’s doorstep, but it seemed safer to 
keep their plans to themselves. Even secure phone lines had 
a way of being overheard—especially with some of the 
technology Wilson usually took for granted. He glanced at 
the woman asleep with her head on his shoulder and smiled. 
She was the reason he hadn’t missed his technogeek 
equipment. He was so head over heels in love with her that 
he could probably live without it all if only he had her by his 
side. 

Darian slowed the car as they reached a series of 
twisting corners and dogleg bends. At the top of the 
mountain pass there was a fallen tree across the road. 
Wilson wasn’t really surprised to see a warlock’s bounce 
tunnel open in front of them, but breathed a sigh of relief 
when it wasn’t Jed who stepped through. 

Jason waved and smiled in greeting as he headed to the 
Car. 
“What brings you three back to headquarters? | thought 
you were on protection detail. Is this Amber?” He leaned in 
the window and reached for her. Wilson grabbed his arm 
and pushed him away rather forcefully. Jason looked 
surprised, mumbled something like, “I just wanted to see 
her face,” and then stepped away from the car with his 
hands in the air. “Fine, | get it. You saw her first. You get first 
dibs.” 

Wilson wanted to break the warlock in half for his 
careless choice of words but managed to rein in his temper. 
It wouldn’t do Amber any good if he started pummeling his 
fear for her safety into every man who looked at her 
sideways. In warlock terms Jason was still fairly young— 
barely seventy—so in a lot of ways he still had a lot of 
emotional maturing to do. 

“Look,” he said, seeming in a hurry to get his job done 
and go back to headquarters, “Benjamin has ordered that all 


entry into Sugarvale be by warlock bounce tunnel or dragon 
vortex travel.” 

Wilson frowned. That didn’t sound right. Very few beings 
could trace a dragon vortex and only warlocks could track 
other warlocks, but entering town by human transport 
Shouldn’t have been a security risk at all. If anything it was 
less likely to attract attention than any other sort of travel. 

When Wilson and Darian exchanged a look, Jason rolled 
his eyes. “Look, whatever. | was told to escort you to 
headquarters. The car is stuck here. So either you come 
with me or you walk into town. It’s not my fucking problem if 
you want to be stubborn.” He turned and opened a bounce 
tunnel. Wilson had worked with this man for the past fifty 
years. He’d been quirky and strange on occasions, but he’d 
pulled their team out of as many dangerous situations as 
they’d done for him. Surely they could trust a squadmate 
who'd never before let them down. 

Nodding, Wilson lifted Amber into his arms and stepped 
out of the truck. Amber was completely exhausted, still 
recuperating from the blood he’d taken fourteen hours ago, 
but her eyes fluttered open as he moved toward Jason’s 
bounce tunnel. 

They were about twenty steps away when a second 
tunnel opened beside the first and Jed Mathewson stepped 
out. Amber’s eyes flew open, the fear almost tangible. 

“No,” she said wildly, thrashing in Wilson’s grip. He tried 
to hold on without hurting her but her voice rose in terror as 
he ran toward Jason. “Stop!” she screamed at the top of her 
voice. “He’s the traitor. It’s not Jed. It’s not Jed. It’s him.” 

Wilson skidded to a stop less than five feet from the 
entry to Jason’s bounce tunnel. He could hear Jed calling to 
him not to go through, and was vaguely aware of Darian 
moving to engage Jed as Wilson got Amber to safety. But her 
words stopped him dead. He turned, looking at Jason, 
wondering if Amber’s terrified words could be true. 

“Oh for fuck’s sake,” Jason said as he moved toward 
them. “She’s in danger. Go through the tunnel. I'll help 


Darian with Jed.” 

But there was something in the man’s eyes. Something 
Wilson had never seen before. But this time when Wilson 
stood his ground, he felt an invisible force pushing against 
him, trying to force him into the tunnel. He tightened his 
grip on Amber, knowing instinctively that it was only his 
vampiric strength holding him steady. If he were human he’d 
already be gone. 

“Darian,” he called as loudly as he could. It distracted 
him in his fight with Jed, but if Jason was the traitor, then 
chances were Jed was here to help, not kill them. Fuck, he 
hoped he was making the right choice. 

As Darian and Jed turned toward them, Jason must have 
realized that his cover was blown. He swore and dived into 
his tunnel, the swirling colored lights dying quickly as it 
closed behind him. Wilson staggered forward as the force 
that had been pushing him backward also disappeared. He 
managed to regain his balance quickly, but he was still 
Shaking all over. If Amber hadn’t warned him, they could 
very well be dead right now. 

“It’s okay,” Amber said as she reached up to touch his 
face. He’d been so focused on keeping her safe he hadn’t 
even given a thought as to her being awake. Once she’d 
told him what she knew, she’d relaxed in his arms, and 
trusted him to keep her safe. 

“I love you,” he said as emotions he’d never before 
experienced rolled through him. 

“Well, I'd say that ended rather well, wouldn’t you?” Jed 
said as he and Darian got close enough to be heard. “Hello, 
beautiful.” 

“Hi, Jed,” Amber said with a genuine smile. “I knew you 
wouldn’t betray us.” 

“Good to know | still have some fans,” he said with a 
cocky wink, but then he grew serious. “I picked up a warlock 
trailing me a couple days ago. | didn’t want to risk bringing 
him to your door, so | couldn’t warn you, but I’m assuming 
by your presence here that he found you anyway.” 


“He did,” Darian said grimly. “Brought five pixies with 
him.” 

“Damn,” Jed said with a grin, “I’m sorry | missed that.” 

“Yeah, well, we didn’t exactly hang around. Not my idea 
of good odds.” 

Jed nodded. “Mine neither. So why Sugarvale?” he asked 
with a wink at Amber. It seemed obvious that he knew what 
was going on. 

“Because Ava has something for me.” 

“Correct answer, beautiful,” Jed said. “When your 
vampire finally unlocks his arms and lets you stand on your 
own two feet, he might help me get this fallen tree out of 
the way.” Amber pressed a kiss to WilSon’s jaw. 

“It’s okay,” she said again. “You can put me down now.” 

He finally let her go, helping her to stand and holding her 
steady as she found her balance. Considering she’d been in 
a deep sleep when this all began, the poor woman was 
probably feeling completely discombobulated. 

Before she stepped out of his arms, she lifted her lips to 
his, kissed him softly, and whispered the words he would 
never get tired of hearing. “I love you.” 


Epilogue 


Amber couldn’t help but feel a little overwhelmed. After 
spending ten days completely alone with her guys it seemed 
almost strange to be surrounded by other people. Stranger 
still was the feeling of belonging, of a type of sisterhood 
with these women that she’d never actually met before. 

“Can you sense Lilly?” Hannah asked as she handed 
Amber a much-needed coffee. 

Amber gave her a half smile and shrugged. “Sort of, | 
think.” 

“It’s the same way for me,” Hannah said. Ava and Kali 
nodded in agreement. “I just wish we could find her. | feel 
like getting all six of us in the same place at the same time 
would somehow answer a lot of our questions.” 

“Me, too,” Ava said, lifting yet another salty cracker to 
her lips. The poor thing still looked a little green. Apparently 
morning sickness with a dragon baby was rather 
unpleasant. “What | don’t understand is why we would feel 
complete with only six. With three of the Oracle’s 
receptacles assassinated before we even knew what was 
going on, shouldn’t we be feeling like one-third of us is 
missing?” 

“My brother, Dave, has a theory on that,” Kali said with a 
smile. 

Amber must have looked confused because Hannah 
added, “He’s one of the human cops assigned to investigate 
the murders. He called Ronan for help. Ronan called in Alex, 
and that’s how they realized there was a paranormal 
connection. Without Dave it’s quite possible none of us 
would have survived the pixie’s attacks.” 

“Except that weren’t both you and Ava able to hold off 
your attackers with telekinesis?” Amber asked. Wilson and 
Darian had given her the bare-bones summary of the 
reports they’d read, but it still didn’t seem possible. When 
both women nodded, Amber couldn’t help but be a little 
envious. “Telekinesis sounds like a really handy skill.” 


“It is,” Ava said with a cat-who-ate-the-canary smile. 
“Want to try it?” 

“Huh,” Amber said, feeling like she’d somehow lost the 
thread of the conversation. 

“You have it now, too,” Kali said with a broad smile. 

“How is that possible?” 

Ava shrugged. “I have no clue, but | do find myself rather 
concerned that | seem to be able to create a hole in the 
ground with just a thought.” 

Still reeling from the news of her own newly acquired 
skill, Amber wasn’t really sure what to say. Given that her 
hole-creating skill seemed rather strange, she felt the need 
to apologize for accidentally sharing it. But before she could 
open her mouth Hannah giggled. 

“That is so cool,” she said with a wide smile. “I’m sure it 
has some rather handy defensive applications, too, but right 
now all | can think about is the pool | could dig in my 
backyard.” 

All four of them laughed for a while as they one-upped 
each other with even more outrageous uses for the skills 
they shared, but eventually the conversation circled back to 
the women who'd been murdered. 

“Dave thinks that perhaps two of the women who were 
murdered weren’t actually involved. We all share a birth 
date and time within an eight-minute window. Two of them 
were born in that eighth minute. The rest of us were born 
three minutes apart.” 

“Seriously?” Amber asked, somehow shocked by 
information that she sort of already knew. She rubbed her 
forehead. This “knowing” stuff was confusing some days. 
“What about the other one?” 

“She was born first.” 

“Is it possible,” Amber asked, still rubbing her head, 
“that the first woman was actually the Oracle’s receptacle? | 
mean, | didn’t have any of these skills or knowledge two 
months ago.” 


“That’s Dave and Ronan’s theory, too,” Kali said with a 
nod. “They think maybe we’re part of a fail-safe type of 
setup. When the actual Oracle’s receptacle was murdered, 
she instantly passed on her knowledge to the rest of us. Of 
course for that theory to be accurate it means that we were 
somehow prepared by the Oracle when we were born. 
Otherwise, why wouldn’t the information go to a child being 
born at the time of the human Oracle’s murder?” 

“It also raises the question of why she didn’t use her 
Skills to hold off her attacker,” Ava said with a frown on her 
face. “Is it possible she only possessed the knowledge 
without the skills? And if so, how did we get them?” 

“And,” Hannah said, looking a little green now herself, 
“nothing we know explains why the pixies burned the 
victims from the inside out.” 

“That’s true,” Ava said, looking thoughtful. “Why alert 
humans or paranormals to pixie involvement?” 


* OOK OOK OK 


Darian found his fiancée practicing her new telekinetic 
power with the TV remote control. The thing hovered in 
midair, turning slowly end over end. Clearly her discussion 
with the other Oracle’s receptacles had given her more 
questions than answers and had left her feeling melancholy. 
Deciding to try and lighten the mood, Darian stepped into 
the room. 

“Sorry, no,” he said, grabbing the remote quickly. “The 
remote control is the sacred symbol of man’s technology. It 
belongs only to man. Woman must not touch.” 

She laughed as her eyes dropped to his crotch. “Well,” 
she said, seeming happy to have something else to think 
about, “if you don’t want me touching your toys, | guess l'II 
have to go find Wilson.” 

“Very funny,” he said, but laughed with her. They’d only 
been in Sugarvale a day and, despite the unsettling 
conversation Amber had shared with the other women, it 


was already proving to be the right choice. Ronan had been 
rebuilding the small town for several months now and had 
quickly offered a house for the three of them to stay in. It 
was sparsely furnished but had the essentials—king-size 
bed, sofa, refrigerator, and TV. The kitchen also seemed 
fairly well stocked with pots and pans, so it was only a 
matter of getting food into the place. Strange how easily the 
place felt like home. Considering everything that had 
happened and still could happen, staying here permanently 
appealed to all three of them for many different reasons. 

Darian was still trying to understand how Ava had 
somehow given Amber the gift of telekinesis just by being 
near her. Neither of the women could really explain how 
they did it, but learning of Nathan’s ability to create a shield 
that Ava somehow taught him—or he’d taught her as she 
claimed—was mind-boggling. Nathan was a talented, 
experienced employee of Deeks Security, but like his boss, 
Ronan, he was only human, and he certainly wasn’t an 
Oracle’s receptacle. How the hell Ava had passed on that 
talent to him was still a source of confusion for everyone 
involved. 

They heard Wilson come in the front door a few moments 
later. It was a nice change knowing that they could relax a 
little. Now that they’d been able to figure out where the 
security breach had come from, they’d been able to fortify 
the town with more security. It had been decided that 
Kristen and her protectors Dyson, Angus, Adam, and 
Thomas would be called in from wherever they were to join 
them all here in Sugarvale. If Jed, Devlin, Wesley, and Bull 
were ever able to locate Lilly, they’d been told to bring her 
here, too. 

It was obvious by the way the women were able to share 
talents that they were safer in a group. With her new 
telekinetic ability Amber would be able to hold off a pixie 
attack long enough for him and Wilson to help. Of course, 
they had no intention of going further than the next room, 
so she wouldn’t have to hold a pixie off for long, even if it 


somehow got inside the house. With the multiple layers of 
sphere-shaped wards surrounding the town in every 
conceivable direction, an enemy wouldn’t be able to get 
within four miles of Amber without alerting the whole town. 

Considering that it was now home to half of PUP Squad 
Alpha and many of the Deeks Security employees, that was 
one hell of a security system. 

“What did | miss?” Wilson asked when he came into the 
room. 

Amber pouted dramatically. “Darian won’t let me play 
with his remote.” 

“Maybe he'll let you play with these toys.” Wilson 
casually dropped the leather bag on the floor at Darian’s 
feet, gathered Amber in his arms, and sat down on the sofa 
with her in his lap. “Jed went back and collected it from the 
jungle hut,” he explained. “He reset the wards, too, so at 
least we won’t have to worry about animals and insects 
taking over before we get back there.” 

“Remind me to thank him,” Darian said as he opened his 
bag of BDSM supplies and grinned wickedly. “But first we 
should deal with our beautiful fiancée.” 

“What did | do?” she asked in surprise. 

“What did you do?” He glanced at Wilson and then back 
at her. “You threatened the safety of the remote for one.” 

She giggled, as he’d intended. “So you’re going to spank 
me for touching the sacred man-toy?” 

Wilson burst out laughing. “Sure sounds like a good 
enough reason to me.” 

“So,” she said, climbing off the sofa and eyeing them 
both. It was obvious she was trying to keep a straight face 
and failing. “All | have to do to get your attention is touch 
the remote?” 

“Princess, you will always have our attention,” Darian 
said, unable to keep the emotion from his voice as he stood 
up and reached for her. 

She stepped into his arms and kissed him softly. “I love 
you,” she whispered against his lips. She turned around and 


” 


kissed Wilson the same way, then whispered the same 
words in the same loving tone. Darian pressed against her 
back, unable to resist touching the woman who'd claimed 
his heart. 

“Oh, by the way,” she said as she slid out of the embrace 
a few moments later, “look what I’ve got.” 

She held the remote in her hand, winked at them both, 
and then ran from the room. Darian laughed as Wilson 
chased their woman upstairs and into the bedroom. He 
grabbed his leather bag and followed them at a slower pace. 
Life with Amber would never be dull. She was beautiful, 
vibrant, creative, sexy, intelligent, compassionate, and 
loving. He really couldn’t imagine a marriage or a future 
more perfect. 

And he planned to make every single moment count. 


THE END 
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